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RIP THIS PAGE OUT 


Razorcake provides a unique, unduplicated resource and 
authoritative voice for do-it-yourself punk culture. 

Razorcake believes in a form of punk that is community-friendly, 
truly independent, positive, progressive, relevant, and exciting. 

It is currently a magazine, website, book, and record publisher 
providing the highest quality content possible in a culture that is often 
misunderstood, misrepresented, and exploited. 

We are a cohesive home and fomm for over 120 independent 
volunteer writers, photographers, and illustrators around the world. In the 
first ten years of existence, Razorcake has published overl 9,000 reviews 
of independent records, videos, zines, comic books, and live shows. We 
also post a weekly podcast of independent music (175 and counting). 

Our open participation and solicitation policy means that anybody 
can potentially become a contributor. 

Collectively, we provide a legitimate, critical, alternative, non¬ 
profiteering approach to music and are the only bonafide 501 (c)(3) non¬ 
profit music magazine in America. Although Razorcake champions 
the local and has a national presence, Razorcake also self-administers 
international distribution of the magazine to over twenty countries. 

If Razorcake disappeared, the strength of the community we are 
apart of and have created will be weakened. 

We believe the following... 

DIY punk is a valid, continually evolving culture and that outside 
corporate interests in DIY punk have overwhelmingly been predatory. 
We’re still waiting for an example to the contrary. 

It is Razorcake 's goal to continue building a viable twenty-first century 
framework that supports DIY culture and tmly independent punk. 


If you wish to donate through the mail, 
please rip this page out and send it to: 

Razorcake/Gorsky Press, Inc. 

Attn: Nonprofit Manager 

PO Box 42129 

Los Angeles, CA 90042 

NAME: 


ADDRESS: 


EMAIL: 


DONATION 

AMOUNT: 


Razorcake/Gorsky Press, Inc., a California not-for-profit corporation, is registered 
as a charitable organization with the State of California’s Secretary of State, and has 
been granted official tax exempt status (section 501(c)(3) of the Internal Revenue 
Code) from the United States IRS. Our tax ID number is 05-0599768. Your gift is 
tax deductible to the full extent provided by law. 
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six-issue subscript 


Subscription rates for a one year, six-issue subscription: 
U.S. - bulk: $16.50 • U.S. - 1st class, in envelope: $22.50 
Prisoners: $22.50 • Canada: $25.00 • Mexico: $33.00 
Anywhere else: $50.00 
(U.S. funds: checks, cash, or money order) 


We Do Our Part www.razorcake.org 


Name 


Email. 


Address 
City_ 


State 


Zip 


U.S. subscribers (sorry world, int’l postage sucks) will receive either 

The Measure [SA], Notes (No Idea) or Something Fierce, Don’t Be So Cruel( Dirtnap). 


Although it never hurts to circle one, we can’t promise what you’ll get. 


Q Yes! I have a turntable. Q Yes! I’d like to be on the Razorcake Website Army list. 

Return this with your payment to: Razorcake, PO Box 42129, LA, CA 90042 

If you want your subscription to start with an issue other than #65, please indicate what number. 
















TO ALL 
THOSE WHO 
ATTENDED, 
HELPED OUT 
WITH, OR 
PLAYED THE 
10 YEAR 
SHOW! 
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Totally Partyin', Bro 

What’s that word? It’s not apathy. I’m interested. I’m aware... It’s 
really bugging me. What’s the word that says “I care about and love 
America, but the fundamentals of American politics are so screwy and 
abstract to normal citizens that keeping up with the day-to-day stuff is 
about as effective, policy-wise, as being engaged in soap operas”? 

The word isn’t “jaded” or “cynical.” The score hasn’t changed in 
such a long time, that I’ve stopped looking at the scoreboard, stopped 
following the teams. It’s freed up a lot of time, though, to work on 
stuff like Razorcake; get our own shit tighter and tighter. 

Here’s my three-point plan to keep America strong and to pull us 
out of the recession: 

1. ) America’s got a boner for bling. Currency is the bedrock of 
American “success.” If a person’s earnings puts them in the top one 
percent of Americans, they should be taxed the exact same rate as 
someone in the middle class, if not more. These billionaires should be 
flat taxed at around twenty-five percent. No deductions. We’ll call it 
a “royalty tax.” If you’re going to be “American royalty,” pay for the 
privilege, don’t take one trillion in tax cuts that Bush Dos put into effect 
and Obama defended. According to the 2009 census, there are 307 
million people in America. The IRS should be paying more attention to 
the three million people who make up that top one percent. 

2. ) I have a dollar in my pocket. It’ll be used for a tip at our favorite 
burrito joint. This single dollar is more than what companies like Bank 
of America and GE—two of the largest companies in America—paid 
in corporate taxes in 2009 or 2010. Both paid zero and cleared billions 
in profits. I’m sure they have a litany of excuses and reasons, but the 
simple fact is that they’re gaming the system. (GE employs a past 
treasury agent and others who wrote the tax codes they’re currently 
skirting.) Both companies are accruing huge tax credits against having 
to pay taxes in the fixture. 


I personally know two hard-working people who have lost their 
houses in the past year. 

Let’s not forget that corporations aren’t human beings. Some argue 
that America has one of the highest corporate tax rates in the world at 
thirty-five percent. Yeah, sure. If they actually paid it. They aren’t. 

3.) Some political factions are calling for “smaller government!” 
Oh, hell yeah. Let’s follow the cherry pie filling and crust crumbs and 
see who’s taking the biggest piece of budget pie. Around fifty percent 
of the American budget is put aside for the military. That money 
sure as hell isn’t going to VA hospitals or psychological and physical 
treatments for returning vets. It’s going to private military contractors 
like Boeing, Kellogg Root and Brown, and Halliburton. (Boeing has 
been developing the F-22 Raptor for $3.5 billion per year, at a cost 
of about $350 million apiece. The. Plane. Has. Never. Been. Used. 
In. Combat...) Make no mistake that American citizens are paying 
for these projects. Those companies are, in turn, paying little to no 
corporate taxes on them. For one plane designed to take the Russians 
out of the air (oh, wait a second), every library in the Los Angeles 
Public Library system could run fully staffed, full hours. 

It’s enough to drive anyone with a conscience crazy. 

...I still can’t figure out that word. I know the score. It hasn’t 
changed in decades and it’s getting worse. The best thing we can do 
individually is take control of our little worlds: know how those worlds 
actually work within an ethical framework, not be assholes, and seek 
out those warrens that are working examples of how we’d like it to be 
if we were actually running things on the bigger stage, in the nation’s 
political arena. Because, let’s be honest. Most everyone reading this 
couldn’t afford to pay for parking at that arena, let alone get inside. 

PS: Seek out Busy Days by ADD/C, Western Problems by the 
Future Virgins, and the magazine Mother Jones. -Todd Taylor 
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The Monkey Wrench Gang 


This issue is dedicated to two of the best people walking this planet: 

"Replay" David Andrew Drobach and Lauren Beth Schaffer. Congratulations on your nuptials. 



THANK YOU: Insects will take over; just you wait thanks to Yuriko 
Hoshino for her intricate, handmade cover art; Crying of Lot 49 thanks 
to Brad Beshaw for his illo. in Sean's column; Holy mackerel, the 
neighborhood's going to the fishes thanks to Craig Horky for his illo. in 
Jim's column; Nardwuar's head as bling? Yes ma'am, thanks to Jackie 
Rusted for her illo.; Punx is dorx thanks to Marcos Siref for his illo. in 
Norb's column; Speaking in tongues, bathing in Pabst thanks to Bill 
Pinkel for his illo. in the Chicken's column; Sweat the shape of French 
fries and cupcakes thanks to Alex Barrett for his illo. in Dale's column; 
It's European, the steering wheel in the middle, thanks to Ryan Gelatin 
for his illo. in Gary's (doesn't smoke) column; Chancles blancas? No 
bueno, thanks to Nation of Amanda for her illo. in Amy's column; The 
mighty oak twists and turns into a hardwood, so does Chris Wollard's 
musical legacy thanks to Replay Dave, Ashley Williams, Marcos Siref, 
and Joshua Casuccio for all of their respective help with the Ship 
Thieves interview; I watched McCracken drink a pint glass of whiskey 
during this noon-start-time interview where modern-day Vikings wait 
for their pissed pants to get out of the dryer thanks to Joe Dana, Rachel 
Murray, El Diablo, and Keith Rosson for all their help with the Madison 
Bloodbath interview; Ant colony of the mind and the psyche thanks to 
Scott Batch and Bridget Miller for their help with the ADD/C interview; 
Memphis, New Zealand... er, Montreal, New Zealand thanks to Ryan 
Leach and Lauren Measure for their help with the Andrew Tolley 
interview; Emerging from the static, beyond the valley of the 0s and Is, 
there is some really great music being made, there are interesting books 
being written, and crackling zines being photocopied. The following 
folks lent their creative talents to reviewing them: Craven Rock, Joe 
Evans III, Ian Wise, Ryan Horky, Sal Lucci, Keith Rosson, Adrian Salas, 
Paul J. Comeau, Ryan Leach, Matt Average, Donskidisreallycute, 
Jimmy Alvarado, CT Terry, Sean Koepenick, Kristen K, Maddy Tight 
Pants, Megan Pants, Ty Stranglehold, Art Ettinger, Kurt Morris, 
Vincent Battilana, Juan Espinosa, Jake Shut, Mark Twistworthy, MP 
Johnson, Rene Navarro, Chris Mason, Mike Frame, Billups Allen, 
Bryan Static, Dave Williams, Norb, Andy Conway, Steve Hart, Lauren 
Trout, Nighthawk, and Katie Dunn; The following people have crossed 
our threshold—both digitally and physically—to help in the past two 
months, from button making to code crunching to edoting ours werds: 
Kari Hamanaka, Megan Pants, Samantha Beerhouse, Sanden Totten, 
Chris Shireman, John Barlog, Chris Baxter, Ever Velazquez, Joe Dana, 
Aaron Kovacs, Toby Tober, Cesar Macias, Juan Espinosa, Jeff Proctor, 
Candice Tobin, Josh Rosa, Paloma Stacy, Mary Clare Stevens, Joshua 
Ian Robles, Matt Braun, Rene Navarro, Marcos Siref, Josh Rosa, Adrian 
Chi, Adam Ali, Gary Hornberger, Tatiana Bliss, Julia Smut, Ranae 
Hummel, Selena Mone, and Matthew Hart. 
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“You put a lot 
into it; you get 
a lot out of it” 


CROWDING m MARGINS 


I crawled out of a rabbit hole on July 20. 
The unfamiliar sun burned my skin. Clean 
air filled my lungs. My feet gradually lifted 
up from the ground and I hovered there for 
a minute or two before striking a new deal 
with gravity to keep me connected with 
the earth. If I felt lighter, it was with good 
reason. A tremendous weight had been lifted 
from my shoulders. The weight was an aging 
American writer named Thomas Pynchon. 

Pynchon’s been perched on my shoulders 
since the spring of 1991. Twenty years. Now, 
if any of you Razorcake readers were under 
any delusions that I’m a young punk, I’ll 
disavow that notion. I’m young for some 
things. I’m too young to move to Sarasota and 
play shuffleboard or to believe that the sixties 
actually meant something. But I’m old for a 
punk rocker. I’m almost the age Jim Kaa of 
The Crowd was when he described himself 
as “500 in punk years.” Hell, just the fact 
that I remember Jim Kaa and The Crowd and 
their song “500 in Punk Years” may make me 
an old punk (but please, join me in this. Even 
if you don’t remember them, pick up Letter 
Bomb or Punk Off or the Beach Blvd. comp, 
listen to it, then start thinking nostalgically 
about this album you just bought. Remember 
The Crowd!). Mostly, though, I’m old 
enough to remember the spring of ’91 when 
I was a junior at Florida State University in 
Tallahassee. That’s when I first felt the weight 
of Thomas Pynchon on my back. 

At the time, on Wednesdays, there’d be 
a flea market in the student union. Every 
Wednesday, this grumpy dude would set up 
his table with paperbacks that were one or two 
readings away from turning to dust. I flipped 
through the boxes and found among them a 
tom-up, yellow-paged copy of The Crying 
of Lot 49. A previous reader had written 
over every bit of space in the margins. The 
gmmpy dude’s asking price was 45 cents. 
Seemed a little steep to me. Squabbling over 
45 cents may seem ridiculous, but sometimes 
in life 45 cents is a lot to put up for a battered 
paperback with someone else’s thoughts 
chewing up the margins. 

I read the first sentence. It was bizarre. 
Pynchon used the word executrix. The 
previous owner had underlined the word. 
In fact, she had underlined six things in the 
first sentence. Can’t be, I thought. I read it 
again. It was still the same sentence, same 


executrix, same six underlines. I read it 
again. Still awesome. But 45 cents for this 
madness? I wasn’t sure. 

The gmmpy dude saw me reading. He 
interrupted. He said to me, “Strozier Library’s 
over that way.” 

I looked up at the guy. Fucking asshole. 
Coming at me with that old line that he’s not 
a library. I guess I could’ve just walked over 
to the library and checked out the book and 
read it for free. But when the gmmpy old pud 
gave me that line, I decided what to do. I set 
the book out of sight from him and started 
mmmaging through the other old paperbacks. 
When he looked away, I slid The Crying of 
Lot 49 in my pocket and split. 

That afternoon I became obsessed. 

The novel is about a women named 
Oedipa Maas who may or may not have 
stumbled onto a global conspiracy tying mail 
systems to Italian royalty, the Pacific front 
of the Civil War (think about that one for a 
second), Jacobean drama, the mob, World 
War II, a Beatles knock-off band called The 
Paranoids, a Southern California housing 
development, and Maxwell’s demon. 
Madness. I couldn’t stop reading. The notes 
in the margins helped. I didn’t know it at the 
time, but I can see now that whoever wrote 
them had likely taken a class with Florida 
State’s noted Pynchon scholar, Douglas 
Fowler, and copied whatever he said. Still, 
there was so much to keep in my head that 
I couldn’t stop reading. I felt like if I put the 
book down for even fifteen minutes I would 
forget some key element and the whole thing 
wouldn’t make sense. Sol devoured that little 
book. I loved it. I was hooked. Everything 
did not make sense in the end. I didn’t get it. 
That’s okay. 

I prefer it when I finish a movie or a book 
and I don’t get it. The stuff I do get is boring. 
Watch a TV show about cops and you get it 
at the end. They figure out who the murderer 
is. Case closed. So what? Who cares about 
a fictional murderer? It’s completely 
insignificant. If I watch a romantic comedy, 
I get it. It’s a fantasy constructed to make us 
believe in a happily ever after. So what? What 
does the fictional relationship between two 
people who were written to be co-dependent 
and go through a stalker period have to do 
with my life? Nothing. Even if I do look 
deeper into most popular entertainment— 


from action movies to reality TV to soap 
operas to NFL games—the underlying value 
system is always the same. The same message 
is always promoted. It goes something like 
this: The wealthy are inherently superior to 
me. I can never be as good as them, but I can 
get closer if I keep buying more shit. 

I want nothing to do with that ideology. 

I like stuff that steps outside of this 
constantly reinforced cultural message, stuff 
that challenges me and leaves me thinking 
about it for days and weeks afterward. Or, 
in the case of Pynchon’s novels, stuff that 
leaves me scratching my head for decades 
afterward. It wasn’t only The Crying of Lot 49 
that drew me into Pynchon. Around the time 
I shoplifted that book, Pynchon had released 
another novel called Vineland. I bought that 
one—partly because it was too big to slide 
into the pockets of my baggiest shorts, partly 
because I had a little crush on Gretchen, the 
girl who worked at the Paperback Rack in 
Tallahassee. I liked to go see her whenever I 
had a little extra scratch for books. 

Vineland was the key for me. It had punk 
rockers in it. I didn’t know this until much 
later, but Vineland also marked the point 
where Pynchon shifted from being a sixties 
revolutionary to being one of the first major 
American authors to confront contemporary 
globalization and the general ideology that 
suggests the marketplace—business and 
commodities—should take priority over every 
aspect of our lives. He went from hippie to 
the guy who could’ve thrown bricks through 
Starbucks windows at the 1999 WTO protest 
in Seattle. Though, of course, he became this 
guy in 1990. And his rebellion is a lot more 
effective than a brick through a window. 

From Vineland , I slipped deeper and 
deeper into the rabbit hole. Pynchon has 
five other novels. Four of them are massive, 
encyclopedic novels with hundreds of 
characters who travel to places all over the 
globe (and some places that are only on 
Pynchon’s globe). The novels are brain- 
twisters. They’re easier now that there’s 
Google and Wikipedia, but they’re not easy. 
You’re smarter for reading them in the same 
way that you’re in better shape for running 
a marathon. You put a lot into it; you get a 
lot out of it. Pynchon’s most recent novel 
is his easiest. It’s kind of a cross between 
a Raymond Chandler novel and The Big 







Lebowski. A stoned private investigator gets 
in way over his head. It’s fun. 

I didn’t stop with Pynchon’s novels, 
though. I read everything. I read every short 
story he wrote. I read his New York Times 
essays. I read his book review of Love in the 
Time of Cholera. I read his introduction to 
1984. I read every blurb he wrote for every 
book he blurbed. I read a bunch of the blurbed 
books, even. I read every thing Pynchon 
wrote that is in publication. On top of that, 
I read nearly every book about Pynchon that 
has been published. I read a few doctoral 
dissertations about him that were never 
published. I read nearly every academic 
essay and book review about the guy. I read 
nearly every book that he references in his 
novels or that influenced his writing. When 
I say I’ve read everything, I’m exaggerating 
only a little. I haven’t read everything by 
and about Thomas Pynchon. There are still 
a few things out there. I have read more by 
and about Thomas Pynchon, though, than 
the average American reads by and about 
everyone and everything over the course 


of their entire lives. That’s what I mean by 
slipping into a rabbit hole. 

I didn’t stop with the reading, either. When 
I’d readjust about everything, I sat down and 
wrote a book about it. Two hundred pages of 
me talking about Thomas Pynchon. I finished 
the complete draft of it on July 20, 2011. My 
last days of writing were perhaps the most 
obsessive. I wrote so much that my fingers 
cramped and my forearms ached. When I 
finished the book and walked outside, all 
seemed right with the world. A little bluebird 
flew down to greet me. He perched on my 
cramped finger and sang me a song that 
sounded exactly like “The Blitzkrieg Bop,” 
or something like that. 

Now that I’m done, I feel exactly the 
way I feel when I finish any book: exhausted, 
dazed, ecstatic, and a little foolish. I look 
back at all the time and energy I spent. I 
wonder, what the fuck did I do that for? 
In the case of my book on Pynchon, I can 
normalize it. I can give it a name that maybe 
makes it seem a little less obsessive, a 
little more understandable. The book is my 


doctoral dissertation. Once I’ve revised it 
and presented it to a committee—which I’ll 
do in a few months—I’ll get a PhD. This may 
mean a better job for me or at least a raise. 
But if all I wanted was a better job or more 
money, I could have found easier ways of 
accomplishing those goals. 

Instead, I followed an obsession well 
beyond its logical conclusion until I damn 
near exhausted every last burning ember that 
fueled it. Now I don’t know how to make 
sense of the whole experience. I started this 
column once with the idea of making fun of 
myself for doing this. I started this column 
another time with the idea of celebrating the 
accomplishment and the cultural institutions 
that not only allow it, but require it. In the 
end, I’m right in the middle, wondering if the 
key to wisdom is recognizing when you’re a 
fool. Wondering if I’m that wise yet. 

-Sean Carswell 
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“At least I was 
never so late 
the ship left 
without me.” 





One of the more startling scientific 
discoveries made in recent years is that 
animals travel much farther distances than 
previously thought. 

It’s no secret that many types of birds and 
fish have complicated migratory patterns. We 
now know that Pacific Salmon travel from 
coastal California to the Sea of Japan and 
back and it’s not altogether unusual for this 
strong-swimming fish to make the journey 
multiple times in its life. 

I don’t know if this fact makes salmon 
more or less appetizing, but I’m inclined to 
think more. 

The migratory patterns of aquatic animals 
have been the subject of study for decades. 
Tagging whales and porpoises was a reliable 
way of documenting travel patterns—when 
you could find them. Scientists have amassed 
vast quantities of data and the movements of 
many species were thought to be somewhat 
predictable. Thanks to microchip technology, 
these assumptions are being blown out of the 
water by studying animals’ movements in 
real time. 

The implications are far reaching. If a 
fish’s habitat encompasses, say, the entire 
Pacific Ocean, then the survival of that species 
hinges on the stability of a large percentage 
of the environment. In other words, decisions 
we make in our own backyards can have 
impacts an ocean away. 

This point was underscored when a 
mountain lion was struck by an SUV on 
a highway in Connecticut and killed. Its 
journey began in the Black Hills of South 
Dakota—a distance of 2,000 miles. 

These journeys beg an age-old question: 
How do animals that travel long distances 
find their way home? What does “home” 
mean anyway when the Pacific Ocean is your 
playground? Is home for the Pacific Salmon 
the place where their eggs were hatched and 
they return to spawn, or the waters where 
they came of age? 

* * * 

I have a terrible sense of direction. Examples 
of my general cluelessness when it comes to 
getting from A to B are well documented. 

I frequently get lost, often very close to 
home. I can almost always be counted on 
to take the wrong exit, head in the wrong 
direction, or make the wrong turn. 


Even worse, I frequently can’t recall 
how to get to places I’ve been to many times 
before. I can go to someone’s house five 
times over a short period of time. If a year or 
so passes before I go back, I have to learn the 
route all over again. 

The example that best illustrates this is 
that I frequently get turned around inside 
of the casino I have worked at for nearly 
five years. 

What does that mean exactly? What 
does it mean to get turned around? Why do 
I have such poor instincts for finding my 
way “home?” 

I delivered newspapers when I was a 
kid. My route in the suburbs of Washington 
D.C. was fairly long. It took me an hour to 
deliver seventy-five papers in a circular loop 
around my neighborhood. I was pretty good 
at it. On most days, I was able to wake up 
ridiculously early without complaint and get 
the job done. 

When I was a sailor in the Navy visiting 
foreign ports of call, I would think nothing of 
leaving the ship and going far from the naval 
base to find whatever party. I took taxis, 
trikes, boats, and ferries and drank obscene 
amounts of alcohol. Although there were 
plenty of times I came to with no earthly clue 
where in the world I was, I always made it 
back to the ship in time. Well, almost always. 
At least I was never so late the ship left 
without me. 

You’d think roaming the streets of my 
hometown in the dark and exploring different 
countries without a map or guidebook would 
be a pretty good way to cultivate a strong 
sense of direction, but you’d be wrong. 

So what happened? How did I lose my 
“homing instinct?” 

I have theories. My father was a naval 
officer and in the early part of his career we 
moved around a lot. I had seven different 
addresses by the time I was six years old. 
Things were pretty stable for a while when 
we lived in the D.C. area. When I joined the 
Navy after high school I was stationed on a 
ship three thousand miles way in San Diego. 
Almost immediately, we deployed on a six- 
month tour of the Western Pacific. We went 
everywhere from Japan to Australia. 

These adventures awakened a wanderlust 
that has only recently shown signs of slowing 
down. It’s kind of interesting that I’ve lived 
in San Diego—a town I swore I was finished 


with when I went down the gangplank for 
the last time with a sea bag slung over each 
shoulder—for the last five years. In short, 
like father, like son. 

But how do you develop a sense of home 
when home is always changing? What if 
your home is a vessel, a place without a fixed 
location and you’re restlessly moving from 
place to place? 

* * * 

My mother insists I inherited my 
bad sense of direction from her. If the 
homing instinct functions the same way 
in humans as it does in animals, she may 
be right. Because her sense of direction is 
so unreliable, it compromises her ability 
to travel. For example, she is a bad, bad 
driver. How bad? I don’t get in the car with 
her anymore. After white knuckling it from 
Belfast to Dublin in a rented minivan on 
the wrong side of the road in rush-hour 
traffic for three hours, I swore to myself, 
“Never again.” 

She routinely drives hours out of her 
way (such is her blind faith in GPS devices) 
and recently spent the better part of an hour 
driving around in circles in Washington 
D.C. looking for my hotel. She called me, 
in near tears, and I told her to park and 
I’d come find her, which I did—on foot 
in less than five minutes. I can joke about 
it because I share her handicap. We’re 
directionally challenged. 

To her credit, she admits her faults. 
She’s not one of those people who develop 
blind spots when it comes to their most 
crippling flaws. 

During a recent visit to San Diego, I 
took my mother out to dinner at a restaurant 
overlooking San Diego Bay on Coronado 
Island. The trip triggered a lot of memories 
for her. It was here on Coronado that my 
father was stationed for training prior to 
being sent to Vietnam, where he served on a 
swift boat. My mother came out to stay with 
him before he shipped out. 

I’d heard this story many times, but 
usually it was my father doing the telling and 
we were very far away when he told it. But 
here I was “at the scene of the crime,” so to 
speak, with my mother. 

“Do you want to see where you were 
conceived?” 





CRAIG HORKY 


How do you develop a 
sense of home when home 
is always changing? 


I was ambivalent. My wife, Nuvia, was 
all for it. Before I knew it, we were on our 
way. But could my mother find it? That was 
the million-dollar question. 

We quickly determined that my parent’s 
old apartment wasn’t in Coronado, but 
Imperial Beach. Coronado isn’t a true island. 
It’s connected to San Diego by a spit of land 
called the Silver Strand with Coronado at one 
end and Imperial Beach at the other. Beyond 
Imperial Beach is the Mexican border. To the 
west, is the Pacific Ocean. 

My mother thought she knew her old 
address. The apartment building was right on 
the beach and was catty-comer to the bar that 
billed itself as the most southwestern saloon 
in all of the United States. 

“The IB Forum?” Nuvia asked. 

My mother didn’t remember, but Nuvia 
had an interesting story about the place. 

After breaking up with some loser and 
before meeting me, she went into the IB 
Fomm to drown her sorrows. A friend of hers 
was learning how to bartend and Nuvia got 
ridiculously dmnk. U2 came on the jukebox 
and this resulted in a crying jag. “When am 


I going to find the man for me?” she cried, 
not knowing that her future husband was 
conceived just a few steps away. 

We plugged my mother’s address into the 
iPhone GPS and mapped our route. Imperial 
Beach has changed a lot in recent years. 
Little of it looked familiar. As we made our 
way down the coast, she started to remember 
details about this building or that building. 

I had my doubts. The street name was 
completely different and the addresses were 
four-digits, not three. My mother swore we 
were almost there. Then we passed a bar 
called the IB Fomm, and my mother pointed 
to an apartment building across the street. 
“That’s it!” 

We parked our car on the street. It was 
getting late, nearly dark. The apartments 
were in a small two-story, u-shaped building 
with the kind of central courtyard you see all 
over Southern California. It was dwarfed on 
either side by larger, newer buildings. My 
mother led us into the courtyard and pointed 
out where the laundry room was to one side 
and the entrance to the beach on the other. 

We walked out and I was stmck by how 


close we were to the ocean. The sound of 
the crashing surf filled our ears. Evening fog 
rolled in, dampening our clothes and leaving 
a salty film on the rocks and railings. 

While I looked out to sea my mother 
turned around and picked out her apartment 
on the second floor. 

“There it is. That’s where we lived. That’s 
where you were conceived.” 

Suddenly, it all clicked: Being summoned 
to San Diego by the Navy when I was 
eighteen years old. Coming back in my 
thirties to get married. All those journeys 
back and forth across the country. All those 
temporary addresses. It seemed like such 
a wayward way to build a life, a series of 
journeys without rhyme or reason. 

From the perspective of the Pacific 
Salmon it made perfect sense. This was where 
I was spawned. This was where I returned to 
make a family. In spite of not knowing where 
I was going, my instincts had kicked in and 
guided me home. 
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“Punk 

rock? 

Unclear!” 


Guitar Hero, the Constitutional Convention, 

and Other Signs of a Great Nation! 


Simple men have the opportunity to 
achieve greatness in America. A humble log 
cabin dweller can become president. The son 
of a goat herder can become president. In 
fact, every four years, someone can become 
president! Amazing. 

Sadly, we can’t all become president. (In 
fact, I have been known to take part in/initiate 
a game where the participants determine 
who mined their presidential aspirations at 
the earliest age. Shoplifting charges at age 
fourteen? Authoring a zine where you threaten 
to kill the president at age twelve? Growing pot 
at age seventeen? Psychiatric hospitalization 
at age sixteen? The person with the earliest 
“un-electable” offense wins. By my own 
calculations, I was mled out at age fifteen.) 

And that’s the great thing about America. 
America understands that if you want a 
successful nation, you have to create other 
opportunities for greatness—hundreds of 
thousands of opportunities for greatness. 

I was fortunate enough to witness one 
such effort about three years ago. It was at the 
country’s largest mall, conveniently located 
about twenty miles from my apartment. 

The stakes were high. Several hundred 
teenage boys had assembled for the regional 
Guitar Hero Two championships, but only 
one would emerge victorious, clutching a 
$1,000 check with hands mbbed raw after 
several hours of competitive game playing! 

Since civic participation is a vital part of 
democracy, my sister and I mshed to the scene, 
pushing ourselves past a sea of overweight 
men grabbing free energy drinks from the 
event’s co-sponsor. “Fools!” we thought, as 
we continued to advance in the crowd. “These 
people wouldn’t have even scored a seat at the 
Lincoln-Douglas debates!” 

With only a few feet between us and the 
Official Black Rope Line (separating the 
contenders from the citizenry), we made the 
final push, employing tactics gained from 
a collective twenty-five years of basement 
show experience. 

Ten seconds later, there we were. An 
obese man wearing a headset paced back and 
forth on a low, wide stage. “Are you ready to 
see some real competition?” he yelled. “Are 
you ready to get excited?” 

The crowd, overcome by the magnitude 
of the occasion, was silent. 


“Come on!” he yelled. “We’ll be giving 
away...” He paused for dramatic effect. 
“The very first copies of Guitar Hero Three 
available IN THE NATION!” 

The crowd roared with applause! History 
was about to be made! 

Five minutes passed, then ten, then 
twenty. The announcer had disappeared to a 
partially visible “staging area” off to the side, 
where he issued orders to his subordinates— 
with the microphone accidentally left on. 

“Listen! No, Dave, we’re not going 
to bring the games down here. We’ll be 
providing a paper ticket at the event and 
then people can go upstairs and... Holy crap, 
Mark, seriously? SERIOUSLY? I ask you to 
bring down ten T-shirts and somehow that’s 
too much for you?” 

He adjustedhisheadsetto accommodate for 
the slippage caused by excessive perspiration. 
“Do I have to do everything around here? 
Okay, apparently I do because Dave thinks 
that we can just somehow magically move the 
store from the third floor to the...” 

At that moment, I realized that this 
competition was not just an opportunity for 
the winner. It was also the greatest day in the 
announcer’s life. 

He turned toward the crowd. “Everyone! 
Are you ready for some serious competition? 
Come on! Let’s hear some noise!” 

He used the distraction created by 
scattered applause to run frantically around 
the stage until he located a large box. He 
reached in and grabbed a handful of T-shirts. 

“Who wants some prizes?” he screamed 
into his headset. 

Within seconds, the crowd went wild, 
reaching their arms upward, trying to plead 
their case via eye contact with a temporarily 
powerful figure! 

Five seconds later, a black T-shirt hit me 
in the face. The all-male crowd sighed briefly 
in disappointment, before resuming their 
quest for historical memorabilia. 

I turned to look at my sister—just in time to 
see the announcer walk forward and personally 
hand her a T-shirt. This time, the crowd was less 
forgiving. Several men wearing retro Mario 
Brothers T-shirts glared at us. I can’t say I blamed 
them. I didn’t wake up that morning hoping to 
score a 2XL Game Works T-shirt. And yet, what 
kind of person turns down free stuff? 


The wins put us into a different mindset. 
My sister ran over to the promotional Coca- 
Cola table and grabbed three or four cans, 
including Mountain Dew, which neither of 
us likes. There was something in the air! 
Something ... free! 

By the time my sister had returned, I 
had increased our bounty considerably. In 
addition to the three T-shirts, we now had 
two DVDs and three video games. Punk 
rock? Unclear! 

But the time for distractions had ended. 
The opportunity for greatness was about 
to begin! Earlier in the day, the crowd of 
hundreds had been narrowed down to twelve 
remaining contestants who would compete, 
tournament-style, in front of the highly- 
caffeinated audience. 

Between the two of us, my sister and 
I had played Guitar Hero approximately 
four times. We thought, “How could the 
competition NOT be interesting?” 

The announcer called the first contestants to 
the stage. Two white teenage boys wearing baggy 
jeans and Abercrombie and Fitch sweatshirts 
climbed up the stairs, turned their backs to the 
crowd, and picked up a plastic guitar. 

“Everyone good?” the announcer asked. 
“Okay, here we go!” 

What followed could best be described 
as not interesting. 

But my sister and I knew better. Sure, 
this LOOKS boring, but the Constitutional 
Convention of 1787 probably looked boring, 
too. This was a challenge to our patriotism! 

We assembled ourselves in a brief, two- 
person, free-gamer-T-shirt-ridden huddle to 
brainstorm. The only way to maintain the 
appropriate amount of civic engagement, we 
decided, was to pick a favorite. 

The competitors emerged on the stage, 
two at a time, for an initial battle. Given 
the lack of narration or biographical details 
provided by the announcer, and the relatively 
small size of the TV screen displaying the 
game from fifty feet away, we were forced to 
go on instinct. 

Eight teenage boy contestants later, it 
remained unclear what “instinct” might 
mean. And then we watched as a kid wearing 
navy blue sweatpants and a stained shirt 
stumbled across the mall stage. I glanced at 
my sister. “The one?” She nodded. 




No one worthy 
of a trophy 
should have time 
for bathing, 

let alone 
clothes 
shopping! 


Our competitor, it was clear, had the 
makings of a true champion. He was not like 
the other teenagers gathered on the stage at 
the Mall of America that day. He restored our 
faith in the meaning of the regional Guitar 
Hero Two championship! No one worthy of a 
trophy should have time for bathing, let alone 
clothes shopping! 

Others kids at his school, we imagined, 
probably made fun of him. But once he 
defeats all of his more popular brethren, 
his poor hygiene will be seen as a sign of 
commitment! He will earn the respect of his 
fellow students, and perhaps the friendship 
of one or two! 

I paused to consider these thoughts, which 
I then discarded. In truth, while his victory 
would be amazing, his defeat would’ve 
spelled disaster, not for his hopes of high 
school friendship, but for our hopes for this 
great nation. Yes, America was on the line! 

In order for us to live in a successful 
nation, you will recall, we need to have 
successful people. As many as possible! 
And success comes in many different 
forms. For some, it’s a Medal of Honor for 
killing someone! Or a Medal of Honor for 
being killed! For many, it’s a certificate of 
attendance (aka “participation award”) for not 
skipping high school Geometry! For others, 
it’s a Razorcake record review in which your 
band is compared to Lucky Charms! 

But here’s the problem. It may look as 
though there are enough opportunities for 
all of us to be successful, award-winning 
Americans. Sadly, a recent study conducted 
in the past hour has revealed that we are 


approximately 78,535 opportunities short of 
allowing us to meet a 100 percent success 
rate. This problem has been linked to several 
factors, including the ever-decreasing number 
of diseases that still need curing and the 
recent unpatriotic decline in grade inflation. 
But perhaps the most troubling barrier of all 
is the dreaded Success Mismatch! 

To put it simply, when you’re in an 
opportunity deficit, every opportunity counts! 
We cannot allow, say, a person who wins the 
Nobel Peace Prize to also win an attendance 
award, a ribbon for best pie at a state fair, or a 
first place trophy in a school spelling bee! 

Opportunity hoarding, as it is more 
commonly known, prevents others from 
achieving greatness. The spelling bee trophy 
needs to go to the person who cannot win 
any other awards. The Medal of Honor needs 
to go to a soldier who has not stepped foot 
inside a competitive eating tournament! 

And now, at the Guitar Hero Two regional 
championship, this nation was risking a serious 
Success Mismatch! Many of the competitors 
seemed destined to pick up any number of 
awards, be they high school football trophies 
or a plaque for most successful hedge fund 
investor of 2022! But our sweatpants-clad 
favorite was different. His prospects for future 
Opportunities for Success (OFS) were bleak 
at best and bleaker at worst! 

And so, my sister and I watched intently 
as our hero grabbed his plastic guitar and 
strummed the first chords/buttons ofWeezer’s 
“Buddy Holly”! A few minutes later, he had 
vanquished his baggy-jeans-clad opponent! 
He inched closer to success! 


On to Round Two! “Six contestants 
left, but only one champion!” the 
announcer explained! 

“He could do this! He totally could!” my 
sister said. “I know,” I said. “It’s crazy!” 

All he needed to do was make it through 
the second round with an unclear number of 
points, scored in an unclear number of ways, 
and then he’d be in the championship! 

Thirty minutes later, he re-emerged for a 
critical Led Zeppelin battle against another 
baggy-pants-clad, expensive-sneaker- 

wearing nemesis! “Buddy Holly” is one 
thing, but “Stairway to Heaven” is something 
else entirely! 

The pressure was on. The game was 
connected to giant speakers, which allowed 
us to hear the thud-like sounds that indicated 
a misplaced chord or button. Two minutes in, 
there was no sign of trouble! 

And then it happened. Thud, thud, 
thud, thud. I looked up at our hero, who 
was overcome with defeat. And I looked 
at the winner, who appeared to show no 
emotion at his advancement to the Final 
Round, where he would eventually win the 
entire tournament. 

It was at that moment that I lost faith in 
this great land. But I’m an American! I cannot 
let this happen! And so, I would like to use 
this column to announce the winner of the 
first-ever Sweatpants Wearer of the Decade 
award! Congratulations sir! Well done and 
God Bless America! 
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“We should 
wear danger 
tape.” 


Nardwuar the pack 

The Humanserviette v A. JJ. 


Nardwuar: Hi! It’s Nardwuar the Human 
Serviette and you are listening to CiTR FM 
101.9 Vancouver, BC, Canada. It’s time right 
now for the Nardwuar the Human Serviette 
Radio show. Who do we have on the line 
right now? Who are you? 

Maya: I am Maya, and I play the drums in 
The Pack—but now The Pack A.D. 
Nardwuar: And who else is in The Pack A.D.? 
Maya: That would be Becky Black who is 
the singer and guitar player. 

Nardwuar: And you guys are from 
Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada are 
you not? 

Maya: Yes, we are. 

Nardwuar: There are some other Packs out 
there. And I have actually mentioned this to 
you previously about all the different Packs 
that are out there. 

Maya: Yeah. 

Nardwuar: There are a lot of other Packs out 
there. Aren’t there? 

Maya: Well, it seems to be a really popular 
name—which we didn’t even really think 
of when we came up with it. But there are 
only two really big The Packs that we had to 
concern ourselves with. That was a rap group 
in California and a punk band in Germany. 
Nardwuar: Now, you’ve never actually 
heard the punk band from Germany. I 
understand you’ve got a cassette of the punk 
band, The Pack, from Germany but you have 
not actually listened to them yet. Is that true? 
You have not actually listened to them? 
Maya: I am a heel. I have not listened to that 
tape yet. 

Nardwuar: Well, we are going to solve that 
right now for you. I have The Pack, from 
Germany all cued up here, Maya, from The 
Pack A.D. Now, we should tell people, you 
did change your name. You’re now The 
Pack A.D.? 

Maya: Yes, we are the Pack A.D. now. 
Nardwuar: You’re not The Pack. But, if 
you had gone into the CiTR record library, 
there’s been this record here since 1978. 
The Pack from Germany has been sitting 
in the CiTR record library. It’s a mint copy 
and was actually released on a major label 
in Canada on London Records in 1978. The 
music director at CiTR wrote on the record, 
“German Pseudo Punk Rock. Germany’s 
answer to the Pistols. It’s funny as hell.” 
Maya: That’s awesome. 


Nardwuar: What’s interesting about The 
Pack is, years later, they were discovered by 
the band, The Rip Offs, from San Francisco— 
friends of The Mummies, from San Francisco. 
And the Mummies probably influenced, well, 
many different bands up and down the West 
Coast. And me! Anything that The Mummies 
had something to do with, I was totally into. 
And so the Rip Offs are into The Pack, so 
I discovered the Pack years later. But, little 
did I know that this record of The Pack had 
been sitting, Maya, from The Pack A.D., in 
the CiTR record library for years. Just like 
you didn’t know that there was another band 
called The Pack out there! 

Maya: That is bizarre. 

Nardwuar: I had to go and order the record 
specially, from Europe—a repressing of it. 
And it was right here in our own back yard— 
the CiTR record library. Just like you didn’t 
know, but you had to change your name to 
The Pack A.D. So I thought, Maya, I’d play a 
little bit here of The Pack from Germany, who 
actually, I think are pretty goddamn amazing 
and maybe you can possibly consider them 
someone you could cover down the line 
because, The Pack A.D., you have been 
known to do a few covers, haven’t you? 
Maya: Yes. Yes we have. That would be 
someone we definitely should cover if they 
don’t mind or know or we’ll pay them a 
dollar; I don’t know. 

Nardwuar: Who have you covered, Maya? 
You’ve covered Leadbelly? 

Maya: Leadbelly. Billie Holiday. 

Nardwuar: Blind Willie Johnson? 

Maya: Blind Willie Johnson. Thanks for 
reminding me of what we’ve covered. 
You’re better at this than me! We’ve worked 
on a lot of other covers but they have kind 
of fallen apart. 

Nardwuar: Well, I found it interesting 
actually. In the Province newspaper yesterday, 
you mentioned that System Of A Down, 
possibly, was an early influence. Or, you guys 
might have been into the System Of A Down. 
Do you do System Of A Down covers? 

Maya: Oh, no! Know what? I would have 
to go to a major drumming school for the 
next twenty years. Oh no, wait. I’d just need 
to get a double kick. Point is, it would be a 
very different cover. But it would be pretty 
awesome because I still think that they are an 
incredible group. 


Nardwuar: Well, that made me smile, when 
you said that you were influenced by System 
Of A Down, that The Pack were headed in 
that direction, but some members left and 
you ended up being the band that you are 
now today, The Pack A.D. from Vancouver, 
British Columbia, Canada. Right now, let’s 
listen to The Pack from Germany, 1978. 
[Nardwuar plays a record] 

[Song lyrics are “ What wave... what wave... 
what wave....”] 

Nardwuar: Ph, actually, no! 

[“What wave... what wave what wave....”] 
Nardwuar: Actually, I made a slight mistake, 
as I always do. I was actually playing The 
Gruesomes from Montreal, doing the 
theme song from the legendary What Wave 
fanzine from the compilation album, “Mister 
Garagers Neighbourhood.” 

Maya: Oh What Wave\ 

Nardwuar: So although I played that by 
mistake, it actually does tie into the story 
of how you got the Pack cassette doesn’t it, 
Maya, of The Pack A.D.? 

Maya: Yes it does, actually. No, that’s 
fabulous that you mistakenly played that. 
That’s Dave, from London, Ontario who we 
met officially when we played a few shows 
there this past Fall. And that’s his magazine. 
Nardwuar: And he used to have a fanzine 
called What Wave fanzine. And they put out 
a compilation, so that was the Gruesomes 
doing the cover of Batman, only inserting 
What Wave. And now, this is the Pack, from 
Germany—not to be confused with The Pack 
A.D. from Vancouver. 

[Nardwuar plays the Pack from Germany] 
Nardwuar: So there we go Maya, from 
the Pack A.D. Welcome to The Pack from 
Germany with their song, “Nobody Can 
Tell Us.” And that wasn’t their big hit, 
“Looking for Danger.” Maybe something 
you could integrate possibly into The Pack 
A.D. lineup there. 

Maya: I think so. We should definitely do 
“Looking for Danger.” Last night we were 
playing at The Media Club and Becky found 
some, like, danger tape and was wearing it. 
So if we cover that song, we should wear 
danger tape. 

Nardwuar: It was the American Pack who 
was causing trouble? 

Maya: We had our MySpace deleted, like, 
three or four times before we changed the 



“N\Cve worked on a lot of other covers 
but they have kind of fallen apart.” 


name so that they stopped deleting us and 
contacted MySpace and had them promise 
that they would leave us alone. 

Nardwuar: There were some photos floating 
around on the internet of you guys on the 
Mint Records balcony. 

Maya: Well, I’m not sure but there were 
some photos. 

Nardwuar: There’s the Mint 

Records building downtown and they 
have a very antiquated fire escape. 
Maya: Yes, which actually terrifies me more 
than most. But after numerous drinks, the fire 
escape is not so scary. Especially fourteen 
floors up. 

Nardwuar: And you’re not afraid to lie 
down on the fire escape. Upside down! 
Maya: I’m going to give that kudos to Becky. 
Nardwuar: You wouldn’t go upside down 
on the fire escape though? 

Maya: No, no. Becky is a little more 


fearless with the fire escapes than I. 
Although I did stay out there the entire 
time, so props to me. 

Nardwuar: You’re relatives though, aren’t 
they fearless? They fought in the Civil War 
on the wrong side? 

Maya: No, no, no, no. They fought on the 
right side. Let’s clear this up right now. 
Nardwuar: Which side is the right side? 
Maya: Well, it’s complicated on both sides, 
but the right side would appear to be the 
North. That is the side my relatives were 
from, in Illinois. 

Nardwuar: How did you find out about this? 
Maya: Well, one of my aunts, she lives in 
Illinois, and she spent a lot of time doing a 
proper family tree. And she had information, 
like a paragraph about every person, about 
everyone going back to the 1500’s. And that 
is how I discovered that a couple relatives 
actually fought in the Civil War. 


Nardwuar: Why should people care about 
The Pack A.D. from Vancouver? 

Maya: Why should people care? Because 
we’re just doing what we do and we’re 
really having a great time. We like playing 
the music that we play and think that people 
maybe get it. 

Nardwuar: Well, great! Thank you very 
much Maya from The Pack A.D. Keep on 
rocking in the free world and doot doola 
doot doot... 

Maya: Doot doo. 

Note: After this interview I discovered yet 
another Pack, a late 70s punk combo from 
London, that interestingly enough, featured 
some members from Vancouver, BC, Canada, 
including former PiL drummer, Jim Walker! 
Long live all the Packs! 
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“I’m a working 
man! I’m 
going to EARN 
my suck!” 


There is no Title but a Rough Approximation of 
the Banjo Riff from “Deliverance”: Dairn-da- 
dauw-dauw-dauw-dauw-deuw-dauw-daaaaauw... 


Today is my forty-sixth birthday. I am 
seriously thinking about buying a banjo later 
in the afternoon. Let the inbreeding begin 
((i’ve never really lied about my age, except, 
i guess, to get into Caddyshack when i was 
fifteen. I kinda don’t see the point. You’re 
gonna be however old you are and look 
however dilapidated you look regardless of 
what you SAY your age is, so what’s the 
point, really? Like, what, i’m gonna be on the 
verge of bedding twin seventeen-year-old 
Korean Catholic schoolgirls and, at the last 
minute they’re gonna be like “wait, how old 
are you anyway?” and then i say, “oh gosh, 
i’ll be twenty-two in December” and, hearing 
this happy news, they go “oh, well, in THAT 
case, awesome, because cursory visual 
inspection indicated that you might indeed 
have been some older, grosser, age - but 
since you have verbally represented to us that 
you are not an old, gross age, but a virile, 
appealing age, then have at it, veritable 
stallion!” and pull their skirts over their heads 
in glee and frolic? Actually, maybe i have 
just now talked myself into lying about my 
age more often. This seems like a sensible, 
mature thing to do - and, at age forty-six, i 
certainly can’t be giving short shrift to the 
sensible and mature. I think the whole 
concept of shaving five or ten years off one’s 
age is lame, though. I want/need/demand the 
spectacular in this regard! I think i’m going 
to tell everyone i’m thirteen. Then they will 
think i’m a miraculous child prodigy!)). So. 
Yes. A banjo. Deedle-daurn-daun-daun- 
daun-DIN-daun-deuwww! I’MA THIRTEEN 
YEAR OLD BOY GENIUS AND EM GOING 
TO BUY A FUCKING BANJO . Now, at this 
point in time, it would not be unreasonable to 
ask the rather dodgy question “but Rev. N 0 rb, 
pre-adolescent wunderkindism 

notwithstanding, IN THE NAME OF ALL 
THAT’S HOLY, WHY THE FUCK WOULD 
YOU CONSIDER PURCHASING A 
BANJO??? I mean, unlike other, less 
stigmatized weapons of sonic torture - the 
electric guitar, the bass, the Hoo-To-Foo-To- 
Boo-To-Bah ® - a banjo does not come in 
garish neon colors or purple sparkle, no 
matter how hard one looks for such a variant. 
The banjo does not come in kooky sixties 
throwback shapes. And, short of more or less 
utterly destroying it with a bucket of paint, a 
spot welder, and a few pounds of Krazy 
Straws®, a banjo cannot be made to look 


angular or punky or new wavey or pointy or 
glittery or otherwise wackified to resemble 
any type of instrument fit for a Norb. And 
people play BLUEGRASS on the damn 
things, on top of it all! AND, the kicker: 
Banjos are ((or so we have all heard)) ‘hard 
to play. ’ They require ‘musical talent. ’ 
((clears throat; nervous cough)). They 
require MUSICAL TALENT, Rev. Norb. MU- 
SIC-AL-TA-LENT. Unlike your many guitars, 
which may or may not provide you with some 
brief bits of satisfaction because they look 
appropriately wacky lying around your Rock 
Room floor, YOU CANNOT JUST STAND 
AROUND HOLDING A BANJO WHILE 
LOOKING TO SEE HOW COOL YOU 
LOOK IN THE MIRROR. WITH NO CLEAR 
AND PRESENT PROP VALUE ((other than 
pure non sequitur absurdity)), A BANJO 
WILL DO YOU ABOUT AS MUCH GOOD 
AS A DICTOPHONE, A COTTON GIN, A 
HYDRAULIC DRILL PRESS, OR ANY 
OTHER PIECE OF EQUIPMENT THAT 
YOU HAVE NO CLUE HOW TO USE. 
Please, Rev. Norb, do myself, yourself, and 
all of Planet Earth a favor: DO NOT BUY A 
BANJO TODAY OR ANY OTHER 
INTERCEDING DAY BETWEEN TODAY 
AND THE DAY OF YOUR DEATH. Thank 
you. ” And, whilst i appreciate your looking 
out for the financial and emotional well-being 
of a thirteen-year-old prodigy like myself, 
whose emotions may not have developed at 
the same accelerated pace as my prodigious 
mental and sexual faculties, i say thee this: 
APPLES A UCE! That ’ s right, APPLE S AU CE! 
I actually plunked around on a banjo last 
week, and, you know what? As long as you 
don’t try to play them the RIGHT way ((like 
a dumbass)), they’re not at ALL hard to play! 
The way they’ve got ‘em strung, YOU CAN 
PLAY A BAR-CHORD WITH ONE 
FINGER!!! ONE FUCKING FINGER!!! As 
everyone knows, you need TWO fingers to 
play a bar-chord on a guitar ((which is, 
admittedly, about the extent of my musical 
abilities. Big deal, i’m thirteen years old, cut 
me some fucking slack here!)). A BANJO 
REPRESENTS A FULL FIFTY PERCENT 
SAVINGS IN MINIMUM MUSICAL 
TALENT! One finger! I can blow four of my 
fingers off with fireworks and still rock the 
fuck out on one of these! I can stick my hands 
in lawnmowers like a dipshit! I can be the 
world’s shittiest Yakuza! OK, granted, if i’m 


only using one finger ((and, I ASSURE YOU, 
i’m only using one finger!)), i can’t play, like, 
the Beverly Hillbillies theme or anything, but 
fuck you, you can’t play it either, can you??? 
NO. NO YOU CANNOT, ASSHOLE!!! Why 
don’t you just go back to reading Jason 
Willis’s punk rock bar chord chart, so you 
can figure out where to stick your two fingers? 
Don’t mind me; i’ll be the guy lighting off 
M-80’s in his hands and laughing at your 
sorry backwards ass! Take that, Wizard 
Glick!!! In any event, now that we’ve 
established the functional utility of the banjo 
as a suitable instrument for the musically 
inept, a secondary question might justly 
arise: Given that i still have enough remaining 
fingers to play a bar chord on a guitar, and 
enough guitars to play a four-dimensional 
bar chord on a gigantic hyperguitar 
completely composed of other, normal-sized 
guitars, then why bother getting a banjo at 
all? What can a two-fingered man do on a 
banjo that he can’t already do on a guitar ((i 
can’t really think of a good way to answer 
that last part other than “in my day, a Catholic 
schoolgirl banjo player used to stand for 
something. Usually, she stood for plenty ”))? 
My answer is this: “Nothing, really...except 
NOT MAKE EVERY GODDAMN HUMAN 
IN THE JOINT WANT TO CHOP THEIR 
EARDRUMS OUT WITH A RAPIDLY 
WHIRLING LAWNMOWER BLADE 
EVERYTIMEIPLAYAFUCKING SONG.” 
I mean...in a perfect world, every forty-six 
year old punk rocker would still have the 
time, the means, and the inclination to 
continue hauling their broke-ass punk bands 
on stage every weekend at whatever earwig- 
infused venue is game enough to host them. 
However, due to the cruel vagaries of fate, 
this is not always possible, practical, nor 
desirable, and the semi-retired punker is 
often reduced to a lifetime of being “that one 
guy who always winds up ‘singing one with 
the band.’” THAT is the sad state to which 
my life has been reduced: I AM THAT ONE 
GUY WHO ALWAYS WINDS UP 
“SINGING ONE WITH THE BAND.” 
Saturday night at my birthday show, i sang 
“Wild Thing” with Fun with Atoms, and 
about an hour later sang “Rockaway Beach” 
with Hillbilly Casino. A month or two before 
that i sang “Sunday Papers” with the Figgs. 
At some point in time, NOBODY IS GOING 
TO HAVE ANY FUCKING IDEA WHO 




MARCOS SIREF 


I can blow four of my fingers off with fireworks 
and still rock the fuck out on one of these! 


THE HELL I AM, OTHER THAN “THAT 
ONE GUY WHO ALWAYS WINDS UP 
‘SINGING ONE WITH THE BAND.’” I am 
swiftly becoming to the Green Bay Rock 
Scene what Terri Garr was to the David 
Letterman Show , or Brett Somers was to 
Match Game ‘74 , or Jaye P. Mor-gone was to 
the Gong Show. A few more years and i’m 
gonna be what Charley Weaver was to the 
Hollywood Squares'. I have become one of 
the WHO EVER HEARD OF THESE 
FUCKING PEOPLE AND WHAT HAVE 
THEY EVER DONE OTHER THAN BE 
ON THIS SHOW people! I mean, at least 
Paul Lynde was on Bewitched , ya know??? 
And look at me! I’m not Doctor Bombay, i’m 
not Sue Ann Nivens, i’m not even the English 
guy on Hogans Heroes! I’M JUST THAT 
ONE GUY WHO ALWAYS GETS TO SING 
ONE WITH THE BAND, FOR NO 
APPARENT REASON! Once in a while, i 
need to earn my fucking keep, and, as far as i 
can tell, that might mean resorting to the 
dread malfeasance of SOLO 
PERFORMANCES. My solo performances 
are few and far between; i probably haven’t 
done more than five in my lifetime. They are 
invariably trainwrecks, where i attempt to 
make up songs off the top of my head while 
playing suspended chords on some weird 
guitar and stomping randomly on the keys of 
a really farty Korg® keyboard. It’s not been a 


particularly good plan ((can’t help it; 
somebody already beat me to playing drums 
in the ladies’ room)), but i fucking REFUSE 
to make up songs and then play them on a 
guitar, unaccompanied, in public, because 
FOR THE LOVE OF FUCKING GOD I 
CANNOT STAND IT WHEN I HAVE TO 
HEAR PEOPLE DOING THAT!!! IT’S 
AGONY!!! UNSPEAKABLE AGONY!!! 
IT’S LIKE THE AGONY BOOTH® TO 
WHICH EVIL but curiously not bearded 
CHEKHOV IS SUBJECTED IN THE 
“MIRROR, MIRROR” EPISODE OF STAR 
TREK©, BUT FLIPPED AROUND, SO 
THE PERSON IN THE AGONY BOOTH® 
IS THE ONE METING OUT THE AGONY, 
AND THE PEOPLE OUTSIDE ARE 
RECEIVING IT, kind of like what 
Superman© did to General Zod® in the 
Fortress of Solitude©®. I cannot fucking 
STAND to hear someone playing songs on a 
solo electric guitar in public. It’s bad enough 
when they play songs on some mopey-ass 
acoustic guitar; the sound of one human 
playing an electric guitar while they moan 
through some pointless and indecipherable 
piece of shit song is excruciating beyond 
words, or even facial expressions and 
gesticulations. IT IS THE WORST SOUND 
EVER! AN ANTI-FESTIVE DRONE OF 
CURDLED AND FOUL TEMPERMENT! 
NONSENSE UP WITH WHICH WE 


SHOULD NOT PUT! Now, a BANJO, 
however, makes kind of a jaunty PLUNK, 
which, rustic though it might be, doesn’t suck 
at all. I could NEVER see myself standing up 
somewhere with an electric guitar ((sorry 
Spokane; wasn’t thinking)), warbling through 
some clunker just to earn my keep; i could, 
however, CERTAINLY see myself standing 
up on stage, playing one-finger banjo punk 
songs with titles like “Peeing On Yourself 
((A Son-of-a-Bitch-of-a-Time))” and 
“Dennison Foil Stars© Me Son, Dennison 
Foil Stars©!” because, even if it sucks, IT 
SUCKS IN A WAY THAT IS DIFFERENT 
ENOUGH THAT IT DOESN’T JUST SUCK 
AUTOMATICALLY. I’m a working man! 
I’m going to EARN my suck! And that sinks 
it! The time to hesitate is thru! I’M PUTTING 
ON MY HOT PINK BANJO PANTS, AND 
I’M GOING DOWN TO THE MUSIC 
STORE AND BUYING THAT BANJO!!! 

((half an hour later)) 

I did not get the banjo. They said no one under 
fourteen can handle the musical instruments 
without a parent or guardian present. 

Love, 

-Nerb 
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No Blessing Is without Burden 


The Dinghole Reports 
By The Rhythm Chicken 
(Commentary by Francis Funyuns) 

[Edited by Dr. Sicnarf] 

Summer. Usually that word alone makes me 
smile. Sure, it means working eighty-plus 
hours a week sweating my tail feathers off 
in a kitchen or coffee shop up here in Door 
County, but it also means sunny, awesome 
days at the beach, biking along the Lake 
Michigan shoreline, enjoying beers out on a 
friend’s boat, moonlit sailboat rides, and lots 
of other outdoor fun which we are somewhat 
denied the other nine months of the year up 
here. Summer means working constantly, 
banking it all, and then when you should be 
sleeping you are out partying and enjoying 
the summer because you can sleep the other 
nine months of the year. Summer also means 
RUCKUS! The summer months are the easiest 
for drumset transportation and exhibitionism! 
In a sense, summer equals ruckus. 

(Thank GOD! We are finally going to get some 
real slam-bam ruckus reports today! - F.F.) 

So many folks spend the summers of their 
college years working up here, banking as 
much as they can, and enjoying the hell out of 
themselves for a few years before they “grow 
up.” A few of us decided to continue living 
up here in the off season, and continue to 
live the fun life well into our (ahem) thirties 
and (ahem) forties. If you read my last few 
columns, you might remember that I grew 
tired of working for a paycheck and finally 
stuck my neck out starting my own business. 
I wanted to carve out my own little slice of 
Door County, create what I feel is a cool and 
desirable place, and try to make this little 
shop support me and make me not hate going 
to work. My little Polish-themed soup bar is 
pretty neat, unique, and I like being there. 

Now, back to the season we call summer. I 
knew that this summer would be a lot more 
work and a lot less play for me. I had no idea 
it would become what it is now. Instead of 
working eighty hours a week, I’m working 
more like one hundred. The stress level of 
running a food service establishment has 
caught up with me. Being there from 7am till 
9pm every day has caught up with me. When 
I’m done working, I don’t feel like doing 
anything but having a quick drink and going 
to bed, glorious bed. Some days I don’t even 


drive back to my home and I just crash on the 
bed upstairs of the shop. My life no longer 
affords me time to myself. My life belongs 
to this soup bar. 

[Boy, this sounds like complaining. I hope 
the ruckus is coming soon! - Dr. S.] 

Well, if it had been just all the work and no 
free time, I still would have been totally fine 
with this summer. I was doing well, the shop 
was doing well, I was busy as hell, but happy 
to be busy as hell running my own business 
and doing what I want to do. Then came the 
big weekend, the Fourth of July. One of the 
busiest weekends up here, businesswise. That 
Saturday morning I was frantically running 
around trying to get the place set up for a 
crazy weekend. I dropped a spoon and bent 
over to pick it up.... 

(No! NO! Your back? - F.F.) 

...aaaaaaaaaaand my back went out. It not 
only went out, but my herniated disc became 
re-injured and my sciatica flared up again, 
shooting pains down my right leg. GREAT. 
FUCKIN’ GREAT. What timing. Of course. 
Why would it happen any other way? Well, 
I managed to hobble through that day. With 
the help of friends and family I managed to 
hobble through a few more days. Then it 
happened again. My back and leg were at 
an all-time low. I couldn’t lift anything. I 
could barely walk. I could barely stand. Here 
I was, one month into my new business, a 
one-chicken operation, and this one chicken 
was drastically injured, just as the two 
busiest months of the year were to begin. My 
feathers weren’t ruffled; they were ready to 
fall out. Then the soup shop toilet became 
clogged and I could barely bend over to reach 
the plunger. I was helpless. 

This is one of those moments when friends 
and family really show their support and grace. 
My retired parents drove up to help out with 
whatever they could. My Main Hen and her 
parents stepped in to offer their assistance. 
Ruckus O’Reily drove up to offer support. My 
sister and godson came up to help for a weekend 
and my godson stayed to do all my lifting and 
veggie chopping for over two weeks. I was 
granted the time to become more acquainted 
with my godson whom I rarely see. I almost 
had tears running down my beak, overwhelmed 
with the kindness and support of these angels. 


(Oh, boy. Is this turning into a TEARJERKER 
REPORT? - F.F.) 

Let me say how completely appreciative 
and blessed I am to have the help of all 
these people. Without them, my business 
might have went belly up. However, I think 
someone important might have once said that 
no blessing is without burden (or maybe I just 
made that up). The parents, sister, brother-in- 
law, nephew, Main Hen, Main Hen’s parents, 
and Ruckus O’Reily have all been crashing 
in our little Sears Roebuck house in the 
woods. Going home to this house every night 
has been just short of maddening. I want my 
house back, dammit! 

[I’m sure there’s some sort of help you can 
get for your back, isn’t there? - Dr. S.] 

Well, I’ve gotten all sorts of advice from 
all sorts of people. Different specialists 
are all giving me different suggestions. 
I’m being told to trust in acupuncture, 
yoga, more epidural shots into my spine, 
various chiropractors, faith healing, 
pain killers, conservative medicine, and 
surgery. The most appealing of these—and 
the most likely to improve my condition— 
is conservative medicine in the form of 
plenty of bedrest and physical therapy. 
Well that would be all fine and dandy... IF I 
DIDN’T HAVE TO RUN MY SOUP BAR! 
Basically, I have to continue hobbling 
through my workdays watching my friends 
and family do my heavy work, and hope it 
gets better. It’s a sort of torture and then I 
go home to everyone crashing in my home: 
an entirely different kind of stress. 

[Boy. Times are tough, eh Mr. Chicken? 
- Dr. S.] 

Now, here it is late in the evening of 
July 31 st . I am sitting up in my attic 
office typing this up at my desk which 
is cluttered with my nephew’s clothes 
and toiletries. I’m wearing a back brace 
and have to reposition myself on this 
rickety chair every few minutes to keep 
the pain from shooting down my leg. I’m 
worried about paying the electrician bill, 
the excavating bill, the plumbing bill, the 
concrete bill, the lumber yard bill, the 
mortgage, the business loan bill, and the 
various food purveyor’s bills... and my 
back is questionable at best, and my leg 





BILL PINKEL 


is shooting with pain every other day. 
MY SUMMER IS GOING GREAT! 
THANKS FOR ASKING!! SUMMER!!! 
WOOOOOO!!!! SUMMER!!!!!! 

(Uh... so... I hate to ask, but... is there 
any... - F.F.) 

NO! NO! NO! NO! NO! No ruckus! 
THERE IS NO RUCKUS! This summer 
has afforded me NO INKLING OF 
A CHANCE FOR RUCKUS. I’m 
SORRY!!!! I had to call off my 
appearance in Milwaukee’s South Shore 
Frolics Parade (which I genuinely feel 
horrible about). I had to turn down other 
various requests for ruckus this summer. 
I have no new ruckus to report! I am 
dangerously teetering on the edge of a 
ruckusless abyss! My life consists of 
work, pain, and stress! THAT’S NOT A 
GOOD RECIPE!!! 


And did I happen to mention the 
horrendous heatwave/humiditywave we 
have been trapped in? The Milwaukee 
Journal Sentinel had a headline one 
day which read “State Trapped in Heat 
Dome.” Seriously? SERIOUSLY? I had 
to rub my eyes and make sure I wasn’t 
looking at The Onion. THE SUMMER 
OF 2011, SUMMER OF HELL. 

All this aside, I really like running my 
soup bar! It’s fun! Even Paul #1 and Rev. 
Norb, and His Main Hen ventured up 
to try out the soup! I’ve been speaking 
more Polish in the last two months than 
the last five years combined! I love my 
shop! I love my job! I hate my back\ 

Nondinghole Report #1: 

No Chicken, No Ruckus. 

(Rhythm Chicken Absence #1) 

It was a steamy hot and humid scorcher of a 


day in Milwaukee’s south-side. The parade 
began inching its way down Kinnickinnic 
Ave. People waited and waited and waited, 
but no Rhythm Chicken ever appeared. 
Diehard fans smashed their RC 45s in 
the street! Rally Rabbit fans smashed 
their RR bobbleheads with baseball bats! 
The Klemments racing sausages had no 
competition this year and bathed in all 
the spoils of South Shore Frolics super¬ 
stardom! THERE WAS NO RHYTHM 
CHICKEN. THERE WAS NO RUKCUS. 
There was no glory, only shame. 

Anybody want some soup? 

-Rhythm Chicken 

rhythmchicken@hotmail.com 


RfiZMCE 2i 













Chicago, Chicago, that toddling town 
Chicago, Chicago, I will show you around— 
I love it 

Bet your bottom dollar you ’ll lose the blues 
in Chicago, Chicago 

The town that Billy Sunday couldn’t shut down 

Chicago has been pretty darn handy 
when it comes to turning out some fine 
rock over the past years. The city’s list of 
credits include The Effigies, Articles Of 
Faith, Naked Ray gun, Pegboy(!), and—a 
current Razorcake fave—The Arrivals. 
A Chitown first-wave band from 1977, 
Tutu And The Pirates, was even caught 
up with and interviewed in our last issue 
(Razorcake #63). 

Plus, back in 1977-78, there was a short¬ 
lived, xeroxed fanzine called the Gabba 
Gabba Gazette. The zine was started up 
by local scenester Mary Ramel. The GGG 
covered the blossoming Chicago punk scene, 
mostly associated with a club called La Mere 
Vipere, which was the first punk bar in the 
Windy City at the time. The zine was big on 
keeping up with the Ramones, as its name 
so obviously stated. There’s a part in Rock 
’n ’ Roll High School , where Riff Randell is 
camped out in a lawn chair in front of the 
theatre box office, waiting to buy Ramones 
tickets. Watch closely and you’ll catch a 
quick glance of her reading an issue of the 
Gabba Gabba Gazette when they do the 
montage of her hanging out and passing the 
time away. 

Just as important as Chicago’s musical 
influence (to me, anyway), there’s a 
ginourmous amount of mowing down to be 
had with the numerous, wonderful eateries 
speckled throughout its two hundred-plus 
square miles of awesomeness. And let’s be 
perfectly clear that most places in this town 
offer up fare for people who like food. It’s 
not for those who eat bark and proceed to 
hug the same tree they peeled it from. Yes, 
meat is most certainly not a nasty, four- 
letter word there. What Chicagoans can do 
with it, boy, let me tell you. Don’t get me 
wrong, being born and raised in L.A., you 
can run the gamut with places you get to 
know and love over time, but Chicago is 
a whole other beautiful Land of Gastro- 
Lust. (Hey, look at that! I just coined a new 
nickname for yous guys!) 



“Pizza- 

induced 

boners.” 



My wife Yvonne has quite a bit of family 
located out in Chicago. Until we started going 
out there over the last eight years of being 
together, I never really had the chance to sink 
my teeth into what the city has to offer. The 
first real experience I had of true Chicago 
chomping was my first deep dish pie from 
Gino’s East. Good lord. I then knew what all 
the arguing and fuss was about amongst the 
NYC pizza vs. Chicago pizza quarrelers. Not 
that there is any clear winner in this debate, 
as both pies hold their own when it comes 
to pizza-induced boners. I’m one of those 
who firmly believe that the two styles are 
completely different animals. But, I will go 
on record saying pizza places like Giordano’s 
in Chitown put just as big a tent in my pants 
as Totonno’s does in Brooklyn (NYC’s best! 
Just a quick ten- to fifteen-minute walk from 
the Coney Island boardwalk). 

Pizzas aside, there really are a lot of great 
places to stuff your gut in Chicagoland. I took 
an extended weekend there this past June 
with Yvonne and my sister Julie to celebrate 
both their birthdays, visit with my extended 
family, and check out the annual Taste of 
Chicago food festival for the first time. For 
those who’ve never been, The Taste is a ten- 
day, insanely overwhelming food festival 
that stretches for blocks in and around Grant 
Park near Lake Shore Drive in the downtown 
area. It also boasts a long-running reign as 
the world’s largest food festival. Since 1980, 
the Taste of Chicago has offered up a who’s 
who of some of the best places to feed your 
face in the area. This year’s lineup had about 
sixty or so full-sized stands to titillate your 
tongues. Man, what a way to welcome my 
stomach back to Chitown. The cool thing 
about this fest is that each stand had two 
specialty “taste plates” in addition to their 
other full plate menu. The taste plates were 
pretty much all in the $2.00 range. If you 
divide those up with other people in tow, you 
can get a couple of bites out of each taste 
plate you share. This allows you to expand 
your sampling power to the fullest as you 
make your way down the streets. 

It must be noted here that the day we 
arrived, our cousin Monica met us at her 
house with pizza puffs in hand, waiting for 
me as soon as we walked into her house. 
The puffs are a whole other column’s 
worth of explanation that I’ve touched on 


here before—look ‘em up! Monica and 
her husband Carlos were also nice enough 
to host a feast of a BBQ that weekend to 
celebrate both Yvonne and Julie’s birthdays, 
complete with custom cupcakes and donuts 
big enough to wear on your wrist from Huck 
Finn’s Donuts & Coffee Shop! (I’ve come to 
call these treats “bracelet donuts” over the 
past few years). 

As soon as we got downtown and settled 
into our hotel digs (with a very good hook¬ 
up through my sister—right arm, Julie!), we 
jammed over a couple of blocks to Grant Park 
to meet up with our other cousin Estella (who 
graciously hooked us up with food booth 
tickets!) and her husband Ozzie. The five of 
us went on a near two-hour bender of sharing 
taste plates from what this magical festival 
had to offer. Hopefully, I’m not leaving 
anything out, but let me try, anyway... 

Let’s see. There was Bobak Sausage 
Company’s mini Maxwell St. sausage and 
grilled onion sandwich; Ricobene’s Italian 
breaded steak sandwich with marinara (one 
of my faves—even went to a Ricobene’s 
a few days later out by Stell and Ozzie’s 
place!); Guey Lon Restaurant’s big, fat crispy 
pot stickers; Bacino’s Pizza of Lincoln Park 
with an oozing stuffed spinach and cheese 
pizza slice; Churro Factory’s little sack of 
churritos (because Yvonne and myself never 
walk past any authentic churro stand—that’s 
just being rude); Garrett Popcorn Shops’ 
flash-frozen caramel crisp popcorn ball; and 
Eli’s Cheesecake Company with a turtle 
cheesecake slice (the candy, not the kind of 
turtle you make soup out of). 

Then there was Home Run Inn Pizza’s 
bubbling cheese slice; BJ’s Market and 
Bakery (which made the most outstanding 
commeal-mustard fried catfish—we actually 
hit that twice!); the Vienna Beef stand to grab 
a Chicago dog; a slice from Lou Malnati’s 
Pizza (where a thick-as-a-brick layer of 
sausage was melted down with a heavy 
insulation of cheese!); Adobo Grill’s cheese 
empanada; Lagniappe-Creole Cajun Joynt’s 
beignets (that were pretty good, but nowhere 
near as swell as Cafe Du Monde’s in New 
Orleans!); and The Smoke Daddy’s pulled 
pork on a roll (YOW-ZA!). 

I know I have forgotten a thing or two, 
but that pretty much sums up what went 
down our yaps that evening. *Urrrp* 





A few nights later, my sister was talking 
about an old-school, honest-to-goodness 
drive-in called Superdawg she’d wanted 
to check out for some time. We decided 
to head out later in the evening. Located 
in Chicago’s North Side, not too far from 
O’Hare Airport, Superdawg continues to 
be a family owned drive-in that doles out 
one mean hot dog and crinkle-cut fries 
nestled in its own little cardboard box. 
They’ve been at it since 1948 and their 
menu has all the hot dog, burger, sides, 
and ice cream goodness one can expect 
from a genuine, car-hopped drive-in diner. 
Although updated through the past couple 
of years, both locations (within eleven 
miles of each other) have kept their same 


ways of business intact, with quality food 
that is backed with unbelievable customer 
service. Even the same couple of Maurie 
and Flaurie (the owners’ nicknames) 
cartoonish hot dog figures still adorn the 
roofs. A definite stop on your next tooling 
around in Chicago, indeed. Give ‘em a 
look-see at: www.superdawg.com. I’ll 
guarantee you’ll be repeating Flaurie’s 
tagline, “Hiya! Thanks for stopping” for 
the next twenty-four hours once you open 
up that site on your computer screen. Heh. 

I think another cool part about enjoying 
all of the great food this town has to offer is 
who I get to share it with. Besides Yvonne, 
immediate family, in-laws and friends, I’ve 
certainly been blessed with an extended 


family in Chicago that took me in as one 
of their own from the first time I met them 
The mutual love and respect has grown 
over these past years of getting to know 
‘em. That means more to me than the food 
and music that I’ve been crowing on about 
these past couple of pages, and anyone who 
really knows me knows that that’s some 
serious admiration. Thank you to Chicago 
and to all there who make it extra special 
for me every time I can get out there. Yous 
know who you are! 


I’m Against It, 

-Designated Dale 

designateddale@yahoo.com 
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1000 CDs 

complete with 4/1 - 4 panel folder and tray 
up to 3 colors on disc face 
packaged and shrink wrapped 


$ ii $ O * © 
>0'SJTS 


plus overs and shipping 

1000 BULK CDs 

price includes: 
up to i colors on disc face, 
glass mastering and shipping 


no extra charges 


FULL COLOR 



price includes shipping to one location. 


* CHECK OUT OUR WEBSITE FOR UPDATED PRICES & MONTHLY SPECIALS! 


3449 TECHNOLOGY DRIVE, STE. 212 
NORTH VENICE, FLORIDA 34275 
PHONE: 941.484.51S1 
rintino INTERNET: WWW.IL0VEIMPRINT.COM 
EMAIL: INFO@ILOVEIMPRINT,COM 


MANUFACTURING QUALITY GOODS FOR YOUR BAND SINCE 1994 


Rubber Cushions 

debut 7” —“Crazy" b/w 
“I Wont Be Your Lover" 

State of Franklin 

The Cancer EP 

(featuring “Fuck You* Cancer”) 

Sivie Si Dog 

“Room 3,0” CD and “Dr a in-o" 1,0" 


available thru 




RECOUPS 


www.GirthRecords.com 

(also InterPunk and PunklTJunk) 
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'Tin old school 
on long trips; 
if someone 
comes up hard 
from behind...” 


I recently took a car trip all the way up 
to northern California, Eureka to be exact. I 
spent twelve hours in the car with some breaks 
to get gas or use the restroom. The drive was 
long and boring with two stretches where 
I was fighting the head nods, but the worst 
thing about the drive was the inconsideration 
of not only personal autos but of slow- 
moving semis. When I was a kid and we 
drove to the grandparents in Arizona several 
times a year, I always remember semis being 
very courteous on the roadways. In fact, I 
remember only once my father flipping the 
bird to another driver, and that’s why it’s 
burned in my memory. Usually, there was a 
honk and a wave as the person we had been 
traveling next to for some two hundred miles 
found their turnoff. 

Where has that driving skill disappeared? 
Has the courteous driver become extinct? I 
blame two reasons. First, there are just too 
many damn people in/on vehicles on the 
roadways and second is that horrible beast 
called technology. The stupidest law that was 
ever passed was prohibiting cell phone use 
while driving. No one obeys that law. Just 
drive the freeway for ten minutes and you 
will pull behind some idiot driving slow in 
the fast lane, occasionally drifting. As soon 
as you carefully navigate around this person, 
you will see that their ear is somehow 
connected to their shoulder. Sandwiched in 
between is a cell phone. Better yet, they’re 
staring into their lap with one hand lost 
between their thighs. No it’s not that they’re 
enjoying themselves, they’re texting, which 
is even more stupid. These also tend to be the 
technology-based jerks who can pay a phone 
bill but can’t afford auto insurance. 

Back to the trip up north. I found that 
semi operators seem to drive in packs on 
the long boring two lanes of the 5 freeway. 
There is nothing more irritating than cruising 
along at seventy to seventy-five mph when 
one of these giants decides to pull out and 
pass another. The pass is usually done on 
an upgrade and takes the better part of ten 
minutes at an average speed of fifty to fifty- 
five mph while cars log up behind you, each 
driver getting testy and thinking of how to 
bypass the semi and you at the same time. 

I’m old school on long trips; if someone 
comes up hard from behind, I pull into the 
slow lane and let them go by, hoping not 
to see them ever again. By the time I get to 
Stockton, I have a new driving creep: the guy 


in a raised truck hauling a huge trailer. He’s 
doing eighty in thick traffic with the trailer 
swinging in and out of lanes. The problem 
is traffic is too thick to fall out behind this 
guy without getting off the highway. This 
goes on all the way to Sacramento until the 
freeways split and he goes toward Tahoe. 
Just past Williams I take a two-lane highway 
to cutback over to highway 101. Once again 
I encounter semis that won’t slow down to let 
faster vehicles pass. This is how it remains 
all the way to Eureka. 

Now this may be the place I bum bridges 
with friends, but my biggest pet peeve is with 
motorcycles. Why is it that the cyclist feels 
compelled to share a lane with me? My tmck 
fits in the lane on a freeway with a couple 
of feet to each side. This area is mine and 
I should feel secure that this area is free of 
anything to worry about. My concentration 
should be on those in front and, secondly, 
those behind or the next lane right or left. 
Why does a two-wheel vehicle have to 
interrupt that precarious balance? 

If I had a golf cart that could go seventy- 
five mph, very likely in some areas, I could 
squeeze through traffic. But I wouldn’t 
because it’s illegal. After all, that’s why lines 
and little reflective chunks line roadways all 
over the country: to keep drivers in line and 
not all over the place. A great example ofthis 
is the 105 freeway, where, at the moment for 
some unknown reason, around the Watts area 
there is a portion about a mile to a mile and 
a half where the lines have vanished. Guess 
what? Traffic in that area grinds down while 
travelers try to make sense of where they are. 
So why is it that a motorcyclist can share my 
space when no other vehicle can? I really 
got pissed when, for a week or so, all the 
electronic signs posted an alert to look out 
for cyclists that share the roadway. If traffic 
has slowed to a halt, shouldn’t the guy doing 
sixty between cars be more observant than 
me? Why does the guy riding a bike get to 
cmise that small area between the carpool 
lane and regular lanes? When it opens for 
cars to enter the carpool lane, they keep going 
at a much faster rate than the rest of traffic. 
Motorcyclists should be more cautious of us 
and be looking at our movement. After all, 
we’re easier to see. 

When I had my first tmck, I used to go 
out for long drives just to do it. Those times 
are long over. The cost of an auto, the cost of 
gas, and the crowded roadways have made 


joyriding a dinosaur. If someone was to get in 
an accident, the cost of medical and insurance 
is astronomical, so why is it that people 
drive so reckless? My driving has decreased 
greatly. I try to ride my bike to school, to the 
beach, to the bank, almost anywhere I don’t 
have to haul a large load. 

I recognize that Americans have a 
longstanding love affair with the automobile. 
I myself am guilty of this. With this fondness 
there needs to be responsibility. 

The first way to ensure this is to stop 
letting us renew our license through the 
mail. I know it’s a pain but think of how 
many people don’t know common laws let 
alone the new ones that are added each year. 
You can’t yell at the idiot who stops in the 
middle of the street when the fire tmck siren 
blares because he/she doesn’t know you’re 
supposed to pull to the curb and wait till the 
fire engine passes. If you have to take the 
long test to refresh that vehicular mle then 
that is what needs to be done. And think of 
the revenue for the state. 

Next, the police have to do their jobs. 
I can’t tell you how many times lately I’ve 
seen an illegal turn done in front of a patrol 
car. Car manufacturers are guilty with all the 
bells and whistles they put in cars. Of course 
I’d fall asleep if my car seat warms and 
massages me while my HD stereo sings me a 
lullaby. Make all stations play punk. That’ll 
keep ‘em awake, though that might backfire 
and make them all angry. Forget that one. 
Now we have cars that will keep you in the 
lane if you fall asleep, cars that apply brakes, 
even cars that self park. How fat does one 
want to become? How about a car that does 
all that and showers, shaves, and dresses you 
on your way to work? 

The ridiculousness of the auto is our 
downfall. The purpose of a car is to go from 
point A to point B, not to entertain us. The 
American auto is dangerous muscle, so let’s 
treat it and others with respect and courtesy... 
and pay some fucking attention out there on 
the roadways. 
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By Ken Eppstein and various artists, $5 
Remember when you were a kid and on long 
road trips you spent the long hours in the 
back seat with your nose buried in comic 
books like Tales of Suspense or Tales of the 
Unexpected by DC, Marvel, or Gold Key? 
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Well I’m happy to say they’re back in an 
adult version and Nix comics is it. Aliens, 
vampires, ghosts, and Satan himself grace 
the pages of this spectacular book. The 
artwork is better than chocolate cake and 
blends perfectly with the wicked story 
lines. There is also a comical blend of silly 
advertisements that I’m sure comes off as 
plausible. It’s hard to pick a favorite story, 
because the storyteller is so adept at his 
craft, but I’m going with the first because 
all aspects fall into place. The story is great, 
the art could be torn out and framed, and 
all record agents are the devil. Way to see 
through the smoke, Ellis Church! This comic 
was so much fun to read that I missed Big 
Bang Theory. I love the throwback ideals of 
this book; if only the cover had that rough 
screen-print feel, I would be back in 1970. 
(Nix Comics) 


NIK 

By Ken Eppstein and various artists 
Well, here it is: #2 and it’s got the same flavor as 
#1. This issue swings toward zombies and killers, 
but, hey, it’s just as good and gives the reader 
something new to be excited about. It’s strange, 
but I tend to side with a blander artwork stoiy 
about a guy sizing up a patron in a coffee shop. I 
think the art is what makes the story work. I need 
a subscription to this comic and so should every 
other comic fan boy. (Nix Comics Quarterly c/o: 
What the Rock?, 1194 N. High St., Columbus, 
OH 43201, nixcomics.com) 

By Marjane Satrapi, $11.95 

What a story! If you want to feel real good 

about living in America then you must 


read this book. This is written from the 
perspective of a little girl growing up in Iran 
during the revolution. The brutality that 
takes place in this book is mind expanding. 
To think that people would still buck the 
system and stand up for freedoms when it 
could very well mean death is outstanding. 
It always amazes me that stories like this 
can be simplified in a comic form, when, 
really, they are truthfully horrific. This story 
is of an amazing and loving family that flies 
just below the radar of having the freedoms 
stripped by an oppressive government that 
they thought would be their savior. It really 
uncovers the strength of moral character. A 
must-read to put the global situation into 
perspective, (pantheonbooks.com) 

-Gary Hornberger 
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“I am okay 
with sharing 
deodorant” 


Bored People Problems 


Don't forget my deodorant , I texted to 
DanE. 

No response. 

Remember to bring the deodorant, 
please! I texted again. 

Minutes passed slowly—still nothing. 

You're making me upset and I'm going 
to be totally embarrassed and have sweat 
stains and now I’m stressed worrying about 
being sweaty. I think I began experiencing 
text rage. 

Finally, DanE texted back, Stop talking 
about pits! 

It was the second day of this social justice 
training conference that my organization puts 
together and it was the night of the dinner 
banquet. We had all been at work all day, in 
the middle of summer, and I had forgotten 
to rub some magical de-odorizing gunk 
on my armpit. The thought of not wearing 
deodorant stressed me out so much that I 
started to sweat. 

Most sane folks would feel that I 
overacted. What most sane folks don’t 
understand is that I would have to get onstage 
during the banquet dinner to help out with 
some fundraising. I didn’t want an auditorium 
full of people to see my sweaty pit stains. It’s 
one of my pet peeves; it makes me shiver just 
thinking about it. 

I ended up borrowing deodorant from a 
co-worker. 

I hadn’t realized that it was something 
that bothered me so much until that night, 
when I frantically texted DanE to tell him 
that I was sweating and that I desperately 
needed help to control it. I realized that I 
was so insane about my sweaty pits because 
I secretly judge other people when they have 
dark sweat stains in the armpits of their 
shirts. I think, Does this person not know that 
their armpits are leaking sweat so profusely 
that it has begun to cause a ring of collected 
moisture on their clothing? 

I also realized that I’m crazy (see 
above sentence). In my years on earth I’ve 
accumulated a long list of pet peeves, deal 
breakers and all-out-head-shaking-WTF- 
behavior. It makes me wonder when there 
will be a reality TV show about quasi¬ 
irrational peeves so you can watch someone 
like me lose their shit because their boyfriend 
will not support their sweat-free wishes. 


I cannot stand the television being on 
in the morning. I prefer the sound of birds 
or the garbage truck rolling by while I’m 
enjoying a bowl of cold cereal and getting 
ready for my day. There is something very 
discombobulating about the morning news 
or cartoons, the unnatural sounds coming 
from speakers when you’ve just rolled out of 
bed and are trying to orient yourself to not 
being asleep—a place you desperately want 
to return to. But instead you’re watching the 
two cartoon chipmunks Indiana Jones that 
shit in Rescue Rangers , or a pair of awfully 
unfunny morning newscasters talking about 
how it’s “hump day.” 

Platform flip-flops are an instant deal 
breaker in terms of friendship potential 
because how can I trust someone who feels 
that suitable footwear should consist of a 
three-inch brick of rubber attached to two 
thin rubber straps? On the subject of flip- 
flops, I also have a great disdain for white 
or light-colored flip-flops where—after a few 
wearings—everyone can see the imprint of 
your dirty ass foot because it’s blackened 
into the sandal. 

But I’m not about dictating what anyone 
should or shouldn’t wear on their feet 
because I’m rather non-confrontational—to 
a fault. Not long ago, I was chatting with a 
friend when out of nowhere a crusty piece 
of booger just sorta appeared out of her right 
nostril. We were with her other friends, but 
I was the only one she was talking to at that 
moment. I couldn’t bring myself to tell her 
that she had a piece of pea greenness hanging 
from her face, so I just walked away. I felt 
so awkward that I couldn’t deal. This same 
reaction happens when friends have food in 
their teeth or a boobie nipple hanging out. I 
just sorta avert my gaze and hope someone 
else will tell them. 

Even if something is bothering me 
terribly, I have to bite my tongue because I 
do the exact same thing. 

“Can you chew with your mouth 
closed?” DanE will ask me. Of course I am 
physically capable of chewing food with 
my mouth closed. I just don’t like it. It feels 
too restrictive and hinders my enjoyment of 
whatever it is I’m eating. There’s something 
about loudly chomping into a potato chip or 


smacking around fried chicken that makes 
it taste better. That’s why when I physically 
cringe at being in an enclosed space with 
someone and they start crunching through an 
entire bag of Comuts, I sit through sounds of 
rock eating and hope my friend is enjoying 
her snack. 

What may be worth noting is that even 
though I have these very specific things 
that irk and irritate me, there’s a wide 
gamut of behavior and habits that I find 
perfectly acceptable. 

I am okay with sharing deodorant. I don’t 
care if you’re sitting next to me on the bus 
and your headphones are so loud that I feel 
like I’m wearing your headphones too. It’s 
perfectly fine to me when escalators stop 
working and just become stairs. I am not 
militant about the incorrect spellings of your 
and you’re. I am sometimes too forgiving 
about incompetence. For example, I’ll think 
about whether the FedEx delivery driver was 
having a bad day personally when she didn’t 
deliver my important package because she 
said she couldn’t find my address. 

I just wished that everyone else was as 
understanding and sympathetic to my plight 
of off-behaviors. Is it too much to ask to 
ensure that I won’t have pit stains? 

* * * 

It occurred to me while writing this 
that I’m grateful for these ridiculous 
annoyances—first world people problems. 
If I had a choice of living where I live and 
doing the things I do now and I had to wake 
up every morning to a loud television and 
everyone I knew wore white platform flip- 
flops and chewed their food loudly, I’d still 
be better off than billions of other people. 
Sure, I’m also troubled by our politics, 
economy, social justice, et al., but at least 
I’ve got the electricity, time, technology to 
whine about it. 

-Amy Adoyzie 

amyadoyzie.com 
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Nardcore 

30 YEARS LATER 



SHATTERED BADGE DEBUT ALBUM 
ON 180 GRAM VINYL 


CD INCLUDED WITH FULL LP 
Mailorder 
$10 postage Paid 





iso gram multi-colored vinyl gate- 
fold jacket 2:0 Bands 20 songs 

FEATURING DR, KNOW* ILL REPUTE & THE 
Last priority, also includes CD with 36 
SONGS, as PAGE FANZINE WITH LYRICS. 
BAND PAGES AND MORE.*, 

Mail Order 
$ 15 Postage Paid 


A 


Available at Independent Record Stores Everywhere 

INTERPUNK.COM NARDCORES05.COM NOIDEARECORDS.COM fit BURNINGTREEREC0RDS.COM 


WWW.NARKORHQS.COW 

BURNING. TREE RtCoRbS iciss \/t RiVERSIbE bR. SUITE W NORTH HouVWoob, CA ?\60i WWW. 6 URNIA/&TREefi£CoRliS.CoM 


HALO OF FLIES 

OUT NOW: 

MASAKARI / 
ALPINIST - split LP 

Cleveland vs munster haracore/crust attack 

ENTH s/t LP palish doom ah Asunder 

NORTHLESS - 

clandestine abuse DLP 

300pc repress of this crushing doom sludge 
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I think of the Ship Thieves like the Atlantic Ocean. I know 
they are there. I know I like them. When I see their records, 
I get the same sensations I get from a beach postcard: 
soothing memories and plans to re-visit soon. The com¬ 
parison deepens when I see them live. When standing on 
the shore of the Atlantic, I notice subtle differences in each 
individual wave. It becomes possible to see the progress of 
the wave gathering power across its journey to deliver its 
payload on the beach, solely for the amusement of an au¬ 
dience. The Atlantic delivers waves regardless of the audi¬ 
ence. The Ship Thieves perform live and send waves of 
songs to crash at the feet of any audience fortunate enough 
to wade knee deep into their surf. This band generates a 
pull on the audience like the strong undertow lifeguards 
warn against and swimmers have always ignored. 

It’s hard to pin down their sound/vibe and this description 
just might get me banned from any future Razorcake writ¬ 
ing. Here it goes anyway. Musically they sound like The 
Replacements writing Physical Graffiti. 

I have known the members of the Ship Thieves for years 
now. They spend most of their time huddled in their prac¬ 
tice space or the studio. An older lineup recorded the self- 
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These four musical craftsmen have been playing to¬ 
gether since summer 2010. This is the first time Chris 
Wollard And The Ship Thieves have been interviewed. 
They have decades of combined experience with their 
instruments giving them vast technical knowledge. If 
you ever want to have your mind blown, sit any of them 
down with a beer and ask them about music gear. What 
follows is an excerpt from one of those conversations. 
Also included is a discussion on Florida beaches and 
me getting schooled on Dostoevsky. 


titled LP released on No Idea Records in 2008. The current 
lineup has released a 7” on Sound Study, an acoustic 7” 
on No Idea, and is currently finishing the follow-up No 
Idea album. I’ve seen Chris play guitar for the last fifteen 
years in Hot Water Music, Rumbleseat, and Sheryl Cro(w) 
Mags. Addison fronted the Miami-based band Quit in the 
late ‘90s. I got to know him when he moved to Gainesville 
and took up engineering duties at Crescendo Studios. I met 
Bobby while he was living in Valdosta, GA, drumming 
for Lucky Stranger. Chad played bass inAverkiou, System 
2600, and Hawks & Doves. He also blends monster jams 
for packed dance floors as DJ Malibu Darby. 
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Interview conducted poolside in 
Gainesville, FL while the rest of the 
United States fought off snowstorms. 

Interview and Intro by Replay Dave 
Transcribed by Ashley Williams 
Layout by Daryl Gussin 
Trees drawn by Marcos Siref 
Photos by Replay Dave 
and Joshua Casuccio 

Chris Wollard And The Ship Thieves. 
Chris Wollard - guitar / vocals 
Addison Burns - guitar / vocals 
Chad Darby - bass 
Bobby Brown - drums 

Dave: What is your favorite instrument? 
How long did it take for you to find it? 
Chris: I change my shit all the time. I kind 
of like everything I got. My Les Paul and 
the Telecaster are the two I record with the 
most. Live, I like switching it up. I really 
like playing through my Marshall 800. That 
thing’s a monster. 

Dave: Do you switch it up song to song or 
time period? 

Chris: Kind of just show to show. I really 
like playing the Telecaster, but I didn’t 
grow up playing Fenders; I grew up playing 
Gibsons. It’s tough playing a Tele. It’s so 
much fun. You have to play it differently. It’s 
something new to me, so I end up going to it 
a lot. It reacts different than a Les Paul does. 
I’m always switching. 

Addison: I’m kind of the same. I like my 
Les Paul. It’s my favorite. I had a Strat, 
but it broke. I played it so much, I sweat 
into the pickup where the whammy bar 
was. It was an old Floyd Rose, so it had 
the two posts and a piece of wood, then the 
pickups. After a while it just got so wet. I 
was playing and the wood and springs gave 
out. It came unhitched and the strings were 
holding the bridge. Just hanging. I was like, 
“There’s no coming back from this.” Then 
I found a Les Paul. I got a good deal on 
that. I thought, “Fuck, this has been there 
the whole time?” 

Chad: It’s the Holy Grail of guitars. 
Addison: I’ve been duking around with 
Guilds and Peaveys. You go through all 
your different amps and guitars, and the 
whole time you just needed a Les Paul and 
a Marshall. You bypass it all with Peavey, 
AVA, Korg, whatever. But you just needed 
the Les Paul and Marshall. 

Chris: Yeah, which we both have. But we 
never play them, [laughter] 

Addison: Well, my Les Paul is kind of on 
the skids so I haven’t been playing that, but I 
have that B-bender which is kind of fun. So 
I’ve been having fun with that. 

Dave: Can you explain the B-bender? 
Addison: There’s a spring hooked to the 
strap that leads to a swivel mechanism. 
When you pull down on the strap, it pulls 
the spring, which pulls the swivel back. It 
grabs the B-string and just the B-string goes 
[makes bendy note sound]. 

Dave: Chad? 


Chad: Fender Precision bass, Ampeg SVT. 
I’m actually hunting for a new bass right 
now. A vintage. 

Dave: What do you have in your sights? 
Chad: I want Drew Demaio’s bass. 
I’ve borrowed it before. It’s fucking 
awesome. It was the Strikeforce (Diablo) 
bass. I think it would be good for it to be 
back in Gainesville. 

Dave: Would you use the flat wound strings 
that Matt (Sweeting) used in Strikeforce? 
Chad: I think I want to do the half- 
rounds. They’re a split between the 
round-wounds and the flat-wound. Get 
the best of both worlds. 

Dave: Bobby? 

Chris: You’ve played on everybody’s drum 
kit in town making this record. 

Bobby: Pretty much. Kind of Frankenstein 
one together, getting it to sound good. 

Chris: Ryan’s (Williams / Black Bear 
Studios) big kick drum is fun. 

Dave: When you have a song, how do you 
decide if it’s going to be recorded with just 
you and Addison or as a Ship Thieves song? 
Chris: The record that just got sent off, that’s 
just me and Addison. 

Dave: The Ship Thief, instead of The 
Ship Thieves. 

Chris: I don’t really think about it. I think 
about what the song needs. You’re serving 
the song. “Happy River,” that’s a two- 
guitar duet song. That’s just what it is. If 
you had a full drum kit, I don’t think that 
would serve the song very well. Maybe 
some percussion. But we’re just going 
from song to song. We have tons of ideas 
just sitting around. When we get to the 
stage of recording, I’m not really thinking 
about if it’s going to be us or a couple of 
us. I just want to get it recorded as good 
as it can be. You’re serving the song as 
best you can. 

Addison: If I have an idea or Chris has an 
idea, we’ll record it. Then we’ll hear so much 
else we can do to it. We’re constantly working 
on backlogs of ideas. Some of the stuff on the 
Australian record (No Idea 295 released for 
the Australian tour April 2011), was stuff I 
had written. Some Chris had written. We’ll 
start it then just have fun. Is it a band thing? 
It will kind of let you know: “This should be 
a rocker.” 

Chris: “Little Bitta” didn’t have a keyboard 
part until the keyboard part was getting 
recorded. We didn’t have a clue what we 
were doing. We just kept trying things. That 
doesn’t mean we’re going to start having 
keys when we play acoustic. When we’re 
recording, we just try and keep our minds 
open to whatever we can think of. 

Addison: The trick is to get it recorded. Just 
to get it started. We get busy with other things 
then start forgetting. As soon as we have it 
down, we can always revisit it. 

Dave: What song had the most alterations? 
Chad: “Learning to Crawl.” 

Chris: Just by nature. There wasn’t any way 
around that. Every part is a variation. There’s 
no repeating parts. “Sick Sick Love” has 
taken me years. Till I really get it done. The 


underlying rhythm didn’t really change, but 
all the guitar parts kept changing. 

Chad: “Runaway Train.” 

Chris: “Runaway Train” was a two-part 
song. It was originally just one part over and 
over. That was how it got demo’d the first 
time. After that I came up with another part, 
and then it became a song halfway through 
it. That was only one big re-write, but it 
completely changed the song. 

Addison: We switch it up a lot with you 
guys (Chad and Bobby). These guys like 
to practice by themselves and nerd out on 
grooves and what should go where. There’s 
re-writing rhythmically, but as far as chords 
and structure.... 

Chris: It just depends on the song. Some of 
them happen real quick and didn’t change 
much, like “Dream in My Head.” As we got 
more working on it, things kept changing a 
little—you’d figure out a cooler way to do 
a part—but from the first five minutes that 
I started writing it, I knew “This is how it 
goes.” We just got to figure out what we want 
to play right now. 

Chad: Getting more comfortable with the parts. 
Addison: Lots of changes, but no changes. 
Dave: When you say “These guys,” 
(Chad and Bobby) are you referring to 
High And Tight? 

Addison: High And Tight, yes. 

Dave: Can you discuss the origins of High 
And Tight? 

Chad: I don’t know what the origins are. 
Chris was just shouting at us one time. 
We were in there practicing. That’s how 
I remember it, “High and Tight! That’s 
incredible! That’s incredible!” 

Chris: We started recording the drums 
for the record. We were doing a lot of 
practicing. They were (High And Tight) 
doing a lot of practicing on their own. A lot 
of times I’d come out with them. I’d have 
my guitar set up but only play a quarter of 
the time. Most of the time I’m just sitting 
there singing with them, and they’re just 
changing their fills a million times finding 
the right way they want to set things up. 
We’re all just dorking out. Nobody’s 
rushing us to get this record out, so we’re 
taking our sweet time. It’s fun getting into 
the nitty-gritty like that. 

Dave: How many hours a week do you spend 
thinking about your songs? 

Chris: All the time. I do it all day. 

Chad: When I’m not sleeping. For the last 
two weeks, I’ve been like doo—doo-doo- 
doo-doo—doo-doo—doo—doo-doo-doo- 
doo. I can’t get it out of my head. 

Chris: There’s always something to do from 
where I’m sitting. There’s always something 
to do. 

Chad: The more I listen to everything I hear, 
“I’m gonna try this next time.” 

Chris: And you should. Like just a couple 
months ago, we were recording the Spaceship 
7” while in the middle of recording our LP and 
our 10” and we just finished the Australian 
EP and the Snodgrass record. That’s like five 
records we were working on. There’s always 
something to do. Like we thought we were 
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kind of settled—“Learning to Crawl”—and 
then I was just kind of nerding out one day 
and there’s a new chord in there. You know, 
there’s always something to change to make 
it a little cooler, figuring out harmonies that 
we’ve never done before, different ways to 
play your riff. We ’re playing a lot of Addison’s 
B-bender and we’re both just finger picking 
a lot and doing a lot of shit we’ve never done 
before. I feel like I’m a little in over my head 
all the time. 

Chad: Lots of overtime. For a week, lots 
of overtime. 

Dave: What’s the overtime pay for the 
Ship Thieves? 


Addison: It’s like a beer and a half isn’t it? 
Chris: We get paid if our pool league does. 
Dave: Nice. What’s the name of the pool 
league? 

Addison: Our team is called Mojo. 

Chris: Yeah, that’s our team. Palomino 
Pool League. 

Dave: I want the story of how Chad got to 
play in Samiam during their set of Fest 8. 
Chris: Well, they arrived in Gainesville and 
their bass player hadn’t even gotten on an 
airplane. He just decided he wasn’t gonna 
come last minute. Draft had done a tour 
with Samiam. They knew that I knew all the 
songs, so they came up and asked me. I was 


like, “Don’t do that to yourself. Don’t ask me 
to play bass. I can’t do that. I’m not a fucking 
bass player. I got a fucking kick ass bass 
player. Go talk to that guy across the parking 
lot. This guy can actually pull this off.” 
Chad: Well you talked to them when we 
showed up to load in for Fest. You talked 
to them and then you came back to me. We 
sat in the car for a second. And then you’re 
like, “Man, Samiam’s bass player didn’t 
show up. They’re totally fucked right now.” 
I was bummed out for Tony (Fest organizer). 
I was bummed out because I didn’t get to see 
Samiam. And you said, “I told them you’re 
gonna do it.” 

Chris: Yeah. 

Chad: Then you walked me over and 
introduced me to Serge. 

Chris: Yeah, if anybody in this town can pull 
this off, it’s Darbs. So then you guys took off 
up to—well, we had to go get your bass and 
shit—and then run up to No Idea, the office, 
and just put on the different records that had 
songs he had to learn. And then I guess you 
guys just sat there for four or five hours. 
Chad: Three or four hours and then it was 
two hours. Then I ran back over to the venue 
to play with Ship Thieves. Then I went back 
to No Idea. 

Addison: Multitasking. No notes, too, by 
the way. 

Chad: Derron (Nuhfer, the other local 
bass go-to-guy) played the other half of 
the songs. 

Addison: It was great. 

Chad: I remember doing pushups backstage. 
Chris: Pushups? 

Chad: Because I was freaking out. That was 
such a fucking long weekend. We played 
Friday, then Hawks And Doves and Averkiou 
on Saturday night, partied all night, and then 
working the No Idea record sale on Saturday. 
By the time Sunday morning rolls around, I 
was just completely shot, you know? 
Addison: It was a great show. I just 
remember saying to myself, “That’s how 
I remember shows being when I was 
younger. Going for it.” 

Chris: In the back of my mind, when I think 
about it, I wish I was a good bass player. That 
would’ve been really fun to do. It sure looked 
like fun. 

Chad: Yeah, I was perma-grin the whole time. 
Chris: You nailed it, man. You fucking nailed 
it. It was the coolest shit. 

Chad: While we’re playing “Dull,” Chris 
comes over and hugs me and says, “Can 
you believe this is fucking happening 
man? How awesome is this?” And I’m, 
“God, I’m fucking up, I’m fucking up. 
Get off me.” 

[Video evidence of this performance 
of “Dull” is available on youtube.com/ 
watch?v=ee6ftViHLfE] 

Dave: It was a good time. Cheers, Darby. So 
with the name Ship Thieves, do you feel any 
connection to the Tampa Bay Buccaneers? 
Chris: Only by chance. It’s straight 
up named after that book though, Ship 
Thieves. I love that fucking book. I love the 
Buccaneers, but we didn’t name it after the 
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Jheres always something to do fro 
where fm sitting. 


Buccaneers. You should read the book, it’s 
really fucking cool. 

Dave: Who wrote it? 

Chris: I don’t know how to pronounce her 
name. Sian Rees. You can look it up, but it’s 
really cool, man. It’s a prison break book from 
the prison colonies in Australia. This guy who 
kept breaking out—they’re down there in these 
work camps, these chain gang work camps. 
Real gnarly and they’re building boats for the 
Navy. They ended up stealing one and sailing to 
South America to get away. They were caught 
again. They kept getting caught over and over 
again. It’s just very inspiring to me. At the time, 
I just couldn’t get it out of my mind and I really 
needed a name for that first record. So I was 
like, this is cool with me. I never really asked 


you guys how you felt about being in a band 
called that. It just kinda happened as the name. 
And I thought, just calling it Chris Wollard—I 
didn’t think it was that because it was me and 
all these friends just jammin’ together. I wanted 
to call it something that said that. 

Dave: What advice do you have for a sixteen- 
year-old who’s picking up their guitar, bass, 
or drums for the first time? 

Chris: Practice. 

Bobby: Practice. 

Chad: Learn your favorite songs. 

Dave: Anything to avoid? 

Chris: People who discourage you, avoid 
them like the plague. Surround yourself with 
supportive people. Practice your ass off, learn 
every song you can. 


Dave: What is the best mother’s day gift you 
ever bought? 

Chris: I always send her flowers. Tulips. She 
likes tulips. 

Chad: Flowers. 

Chad: I think a good phone call. 

Chris: Sometimes that’s hard for me to do if 
I’m in a weird part of the world or something. 
I’ve definitely shipped flowers. Well, not 
shipped them from Australia, but called from 
Australia or in Europe and ordered them.. She 
likes the, you know, the consistency, I guess.. 
She’d probably like it if I got her something 
more practical. 

Dave: Can you name any events in your life 
that had an impact on your songwriting or 
playing? Personal or historical? Something 
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Surround yourself with supportive people. 
Practice your ass off, learn every song you can. 


that happened where you knew you would be 
a better or different player? 

Addison: I broke my wrist. It was different 
from then on. That was a long time ago. 
Dave: How did that affect you? 

Addison: I can’t do this. (Shows how his left 
wrist doesn’t bend in a certain direction) So I 
can’t—I have to cock the neck up a little bit. 
Chris: But you were also like full-throttle 
songwriter in a band trying to do a lot of shit 
at that point. 

Addison: It can change it all. Actually, that’s 
when I got the Les Paul, which changed 
everything playing-wise because I was 
always a Strat guy. A Strat is always—you’ve 
got to work for a lot more stuff. Les Paul is 


right there. That was my thing. When I broke 
my wrist, it definitely changed my way of 
playing. I write a lot differently because of it. 
I can’t do certain chords for as long. Trying 
to figure out how to do them other places. 
Chad: I can’t think of anything specific. I 
feel like I’m constantly inspired by a bunch 
of different things. 

Dave: Such as? 

Chad: I don’t know. Just discovering new 
musicians, I think, is really inspiring. Finding 
out about some band that I never really 
listened to that much. Finding out about 
James Jamerson was awesome. Finding out 
his story. I’m a dedicated bassist. I guess at 
this point you know. I was off and on bass 


and guitar and I was like okay, “I’m a bass 
player in this band. What can I do to be the 
best bass player?” You know, checking out 
all the songs you love and who plays bass on 
them. I think that’s really inspiring. 

Chris: I have kind of an opposite thing because 
I’m kind of the same way that you are. I kind 
of just dive headfirst into what you’ve been 
doing with the bass and studying the lines and 
stuff that you’ve been studying. I do that shit, 
too, and sometimes I get overly serious about 
it and I’m just so hypercritical, like super 
crazy critical of everything I’m doing. 

But when I was growing up, I was already 
playing guitar. Like really young. That was 
kind of the only thing that I really ever 








remember doing, even if it was a toy guitar. I 
kind of always thought I was a guitar player, 
but when I was young and learning just the 
basics of rock’n’roll, before I ever even 
heard of punk rock or anything, we moved 
out of Flint. We moved down to this little 
lake town in Fenton, Michigan. My dad was 
restoring these old Chris-Craft-like wooden 
boats, mid-1920s and ‘30s and shit. 

We had this shop, like a garage in the back 
of the yard. And he always had these shop rat 
dudes working on the boats with him. There 
was a mechanic guy and a woodworker guy 
and a painter. They were just losing it in the 
garage. In there all fucking day, all fucking 
night. Just the way we are with music, but 
they’re just dorking out on these boats. 

There’s this one dude, my dad called him 
Crazy Dave. He was the painter I think. He 
would come out, and this is gonna sound so 
fucking cliche, but he would come out for 
a lunch break. He’d go and sit up against 
the tree and look at the lake and he would 
play this dobro that he did not know how to 
play. He was just god awful and I was god 
awful too. I’m like nine or ten years old at 
this point. I’ve been playing for three years 
acoustic guitar and I would try to play with 
him, but he didn’t know what he was doing. 
He would just sit there and eat his lunch and 
just, you know, happy as a clam. Loving the 
shit out of this dobro, but he could not play 
it to save his life. I always think about that 
when I get too serious. I have a dobro at the 
house that I bought, and I promised myself I 
would never learn to play it. I’ll go outside 
and I’ll sit there and just jam blues songs and 
make them up in my head, but I don’t have 
a fucking clue what I’m doing. And those 
are some of my favorite moments where I’m 
like, “I’m not going to work on a song. I’m 
not going to work on lyrics. I’m going to 
stop this and I’m just going to fucking bang 
on this thing that I don’t really know how 
to play and just sing some stupid lyrics and 
make it up.” 

Dave: Can you name more elected officials 
or AC/DC songs? 

Chris: AC/DC songs. I can’t name many 
elected officials. I really can’t. 

Chad: I’ m gonna go with AC/DC on that. 
Chris: Yeah, I think so. All around. 

Dave: Do you have any non-profit 
organizations that you endorse? Charities? 
Chris: I’ve adopted some manatees. 

Dave: How are they doing? 

Chris: They’re doing good. They’re cool, 
man. One of them, his name is Crazy Nate. 
I think he’s hilarious. Whenever all the 
other ones go North, he goes South. He’s 
on backwards schedule, so they call him 
Crazy Nate. 

Addison: I’d like to save Stiltsville. 
Stiltsville used to be an old city that’s 
built on the water off of Miami Beach 
where there’s one house now that I think is 
occupied. It’s been an old time thing, people 
living on the water. No electricity. Nothing. 
It’s all generators. I know some other people 
trying to keep it going. 

Chris: Was that a place you used to hang 



JOSHUA CASUCCIO 


when you were growing up or something? 
Addison: Yeah, I knew some friends of the 
family who owned a house out there. You 
go out fishing and instead of bringing a boat 
all the way back in and going home, home is 
right there. It’s maybe a twenty-minute run 
and then you’re back out fishing. Now it’s— 
everything’s being overrun. There were some 
laws that were keeping people out, I think. It 
was just kind of ugly. 

Chris: I wish somebody would come up and 
say, “Hey man, if you played this show, we 
could raise a lot of money for the fucking 
Gulf right now.” That’s the one thing that just 


drives me nuts and seems so big that I don’t 
even know what anybody could possibly do. 
I don’t even have a fucking clue. It blows my 
mind. Cedar Key is one of my favorite places 
on earth. Bradenton Beach and shit. All these 
awesome, awesome places. 

Dave: Is there any place that you haven’t been 
that you’d like to take the Ship Thieves? 
Chris: That I haven’t been or that the Ship 
Thieves haven’t been? 

Dave: Either one. 

Chris: I have places I wanna go, but I don’t 
have a fucking idea of how to get there. I 
know a few bands have played South Africa. 
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"Any nolion of conventional rock structure is promptly thrown into the wood-chipper by this trio—imagine Fugazi at their absolute heaviest blended with a pre-breakup Swans* 
and you've got United Sons of Toil. It's the kind of music that shakes us alienated drones out of our inertia and sends the beautiful privileged few into conniptions. It’s no surprise 
then 1 1 tat all three members of the Madison. Wisconsin group are themselves radicals, Their third album. When The Revolution Comes Everything Will lie Beautiful was released 
right on the heels of the massive labor rebellion that shook their hometown—almost ;ls if history itself is trying to tell us something." — Dissident Voice 


'"The songs are driving and anxious, with harsh melodies and noisy splashes of feedback interspersed between technical start-stops. If you were to dig through the record collection 

of the United Sons of Toil it would probably feature Jawbox and Fugazi prominently, with some representation from Big Black. Mclusky and the Kill Rock Stars catalogue_ 

some pretty killer olF-the-beaten-paih punk rock " —Exclaim! 


"Explosive, violent and for the most part terrifically precise. r . This tough, neo-noise rock harks back to a superannuated Rust Belt world of drop forges and blast furnaces with 
every angry, chopping chord and sharp, pile-driving beat ...a fascination with the cerebral aggression of old-school noise stars like Big Black and Tar is obvious, but there's also 
more than a hint of breathless T SQs hardcore here. Looking for a musical analog of your favorite Howard Zinn Lome?This is it" — Isthmus 


"...working class noise rock from the protest ravaged state of Wisconsin. This is music bom of revolution and rebellion... For Fans Of: Young Widows. Melvins. I letms Alee. 
Black Elk, Akimbo and Oxbow” -^Kicklierleathin 



PHRATRY RECORDS 
P.O, BOX 142&7 

CINCINNATI. OH tO 45250 USA 
PH RATRYRECOKDS.COM 


SACRED PLAGUE RECORDS 
I300 ME 6STH AVE APT 10 
PORTLAND, OREGON 97213 USA 
SAC K L DP LAG U I: COM 



Free digital duunload at: musicjinitedsansoftolLconi 






REPLAY DAVE 


I have a dobro at the house that I bought, and I 
promised myself I would never learn to pl£|y it- 


I’d really love to do that. I don’t have a 
fucking clue how you do it. 

Dave: Dear Razorcake readers in South 
Africa. 

Chris: St. Petersburg. I’d definitely go to 
Moscow too, but I’d really like to go to 
St. Petersburg. 

Dave: What’s the attraction there? 

Chris: I think I’ve just read about more stuff 
that was in that city. I have images in my 
mind and want to see what they actually are. 
Chris: There’s a pretty wild history in that 
town and there’s a lot of really great art that’s 
come out of that town. The history of the 
town seems really fascinating to me. And 
Dostoevsky lived there and he did a lot of 
writing there. 

Dave: Yeah, The Gambler was around 
there, right? 


Chris: He wrote that, I’m pretty sure, in 
Wiesbaden, Germany. That’s right outside of 
Frankfurt. Have you ever been there because 
there’s a lot of fucking shows there? 

Dave: No. 

Chris: There are a lot a lot of shows in 
Wiesbaden and it’s relatively untouched from 
the war. It’s still gorgeous and it’s got a lot of 
hints of Russian architecture. 

Dave: Oh, nice. 

Chris: I think it’s a wine area, but they 
have bath houses there in casinos and this 
was a place where a lot of the wealthy 
Russians would come and have their 
holidays and do like—really high society 
kind of casinos. And Dostoevsky ran away 
from his debts and went and lived there 
for awhile. 

Dave: Oh, wow. 


Chris: Yeah. And that’s where he wrote 
The Gambler. Has nothing to do with 
music whatsoever. I would like to go to St. 
Petersburg and Moscow. I’ve been talking 
to people for a long time and they said that 
it could be an option. Budapest, I’ve never 
been there. I hear it’s gorgeous. I would love 
to check that shit out. I don’t know; I want to 
see everything. 

Dave: So, how many times have you had your 
practice space padlocked by your landlord? 
Chris: Fuck, don’t ask us that. That’s not 
fucking cool. A lot. A lot, alright? I’m sorry. 
I’m fucking sorry, man. 

Dave: I’m setting you up as a working 
man’s band, 

Chris: Fuck. It was just last month. 

Chad: I remember one time we were just so 
fucking amped to go to practice. We were just 
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We' re all just 
dorking out. 

Nobodys rushing us 
to get this record 
out, so we re takin 
our sweet time. 


Its fun getting into 
the nitty-gritty 
like that. 


JOSHUA CASUCCIO 


so stoked. We got to the warehouse and the 
lock was on and they didn’t have our amps. 
Addison: Well we had our 800s. 

Chris: So I’ve been locked out of there I 
don’t know how many fucking times. I don’t 
have a fucking clue. 

Chad: At least five or six times since I’ve 
been in the band. 

Chris: Too many times. 

Dave: What part of you still feels seventeen? 
Chris: When I’m hanging out with my kid. 
He’s about to turn fifteen in two weeks so 
that makes me kind of act like a teenager. Just 
dork it out with him when we’ve got alone 
time and just go to the beach with him or 
some shit. That makes me feel younger than 
I am. I don’t really—I don’t even remember 
what it really feels like to be a teenager. I 
don’t have a fucking clue. That seems a long 
time ago. When was the last time you felt 
seventeen, dude? 


Chris (To Addison): When? That was a long 
time ago for you. 

Addison: I feel seventeen when I hang out 
with you guys.. 

Dave: I just saw you get carded at Albertson’s. 
Addison: I enjoy it. I enjoy it. It’s wild. Yes, 
my ID says 1970. 

Dave: The converse to this question is when 
is the last time you felt seventy? 

Chris: The last time I flew down to 
Australia. It took days to get there. We 
kept having delays and having to stay the 
night. It took me three days to fucking get 
there. I was so uncomfortable and just out 
of sorts. When I got there, my back was 
totally blown out and it felt like you can’t 
move. You’re stuck. That fucking blows, 
man. I couldn’t even carry the stuff I’m 
responsible for. 

Addison: Today. We had a bad drain in 
the shower, so it just collects water. You 


end up taking a shower in a lake. Today 
I’m in there with a coat hanger and try 
and fix it. Instead of sitting on the tub and 
leaning over, I’m just standing and leaning 
over. And, man, when I tried to stand up, 
I was just like “Ohh, this is new. This is 
new. This is a pivotal moment and... how 
awkward.” So if that’s any inclination on 
the future... 

Chris: That was today? 

Dave: You are looking at a better shower 
experience once you get home. 












I used to have an hour-long commute sitting in Los Angeles traffic every morning. 

As I inched toward an intersection one day, I noticed a man about my age in a beat up 
Dwarves T-shirt staggering down the street. He didn't look homeless. He just looked 
like a dude who had a really epic night and was just now walking home from it all. I 
stared at him. I couldn't help but sort of envy him. After all, I had gone to bed super 
early so I could get to work on time the next day. This guy probably had a night full of 
liquor, punk rock, and good times. We made eye contact and he stopped for a beat. He 
took in my beat-up car with punk rock stickers all over it. He also noticed me clad in a 
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shirt and tie and pink sunglasses. We both smiled and gave each other a small head nod 
before I pulled forward. 

Something about that moment reminds me of Madison Bloodbath: two different people 
with similar backgrounds and interests traveling two very different paths. Each person 
has respect for the other. Each person knows they could very well be at the next punk 
rock show, arm and arm, singing along to lyrics loudly. But on that particular morning 
commute, one person was off to sleep, while the other had some bacon to bring home. 

Madison Bloodbath's songs are anthems of agony, torment, and loss. The songs are 
soaked in cheap beer with a very small squeeze of country in them. 

For this interview. I've already set the scene for you: Madison Bloodbath played a show the 
night before. After the show, some people came back to my house for a few beers. Matt and 
Matty slept on the aero-bed in my living room. Matt had taken a pain pill for his bruised ribs. 
The next morning, we found Matt's pants in a crumpled heap on the floor and Matty next to a 
large wet spot on the bed. Matt had pissed himself. Picture Matt clad in a plastic Viking helmet 
with a towel wrapped around his naked waist as you read the following conversation. 





Matt: I showed my cock earlier. 

Joe: You showed everyone your cock. 
Mikey: You showing us your Chapstick? 
Matt: This thing, [spreads towel] 

Mikey: Yeah. Your Chapstick. 

Matty: It’s like a penis, only smaller. 

Mikey: It’s like a Carmex little round tin. 
Matt: [laughs] Fuck my life. 

Mario: That’s off the record. 

Matty: Can we keep it on the record? 

Matt: Everyone knows about my small penis. 
That’s on the record. 

Joe: You told me to research you guys 
on Google and that’s the first thing that 
came up. 

[much laughter] 

Mikey: It looks like Santa Claus’s nose 
and beard. 

Mario: Now that we’ve broken the ice. 

Joe: I want to start with Madison Bloodbath’s 
journey. How did the band get started? 
Matty: Matt, our friend Adam, and I wanted 
to start a band. That’s kind of how it started. 
We went through like seventeen bass players 
and a couple drummers. 

Matt: Originally, it was me and Matt and 
Adam. We got our friend, Kelly, who was 
in a band with Adam, to play drums. Some 
unfortunate circumstances came up and we 
had to lose Adam. 

Todd: What are those unfortunate 

circumstances? 

Matt: We had a couple of shows booked 
and he was in Italy and he never really 
came back. 

Todd: So you guys are from Madison? 

Matt: No. 

Todd: Why the name? 

Matty: My ex-girlfriend lived on Madison 
Avenue in Pasadena. Matt was friends with 
her, too. He came down to hang out with her. 
Matt: We were leaving my birthday party 
and that night my car broke down on the way 
home. I kept calling these broads. Nobody 
answered and I was fucking pissed. We had 
to sleep in my car overnight at some gas 
station, which was awesome. The whole time 


I’m like, “I’m going to go to their house and 
fucking kill him.” They lived on Madison 
Avenue and I had a bloodbath in mind so it 
was like... 

Joe: Did the band always sound the way it 
does now? 

Matt: No. 

Matty: Adam wrote a bunch of stuff when we 
started out and then as members left, it was 
just me and Matt for a while playing acoustic 
shows. So I started writing a bunch. We wrote 
them on acoustics so the songs were a little 
simpler and not loud scream-y kind of crap 
like what we were doing before. That’s kind 
of how it changed into what it is now. 

Joe: Then how’d you find these dudes? 
(Mikey and Mario) 

Matt: Eventually, we were playing an 
acoustic show with Chuck Ragan and Mario 
was there. He knew we were looking for a 
bass player, so he offered. I was down. We 
needed a drummer and I was working with 
Mikey. He had quit his other band and people 
along the way were like, “Just ask Mikey 
and he’ll probably do it.” I did and he started 
playing with us. 

Mikey: The courtship ended. 

Mario: At the Chuck Ragan show, I asked 
them, “Hey, why are you guys playing 
acoustic?” I was looking forward to them 
because I had heard them on that website that 
was before Facebook. 

Joe: Friendster? 

Mario: Napster, [laughs] They were like, 
“We don’t have a bassist. We don’t have a 
drummer.” I live in L.A. and they were out of 
the Inland Empire. I said that I’d play. I met 
Matty at a Dan Padilla show in San Diego and 
I was like, “Hey buddy, I’ve been talking to 
Matt about playing.” Then I played lap steel 
with Dan Padilla that night. After the show, 
Matty was like, “That was cool. You can play 
in the band.” 

Joe: You met Mikey working at the tattoo shop? 
Matt: Yeah. I knew Mikey for awhile. 
Mikey: We worked together for a few months 
and my old band parted ways. So I wasn’t 


touring. I was working there pretty much full 
time. I wasn’t doing much and I couldn’t say 
no to this... lovely bearded face. 

Joe: Why is it in every Madison Bloodbath 
article I read they mention Matt getting naked? 
Mario: Turn to your right. 

Matt: Have you seen us play? 

Joe: I’ve never seen you get naked on stage. 
Matt: That’s because it’s cold as fuck at the 
Blue Star all the time. (Madison Bloodbath 
played the outdoor stage of the Blue Star Cafe 
the night prior to this interview.) I used to get 
naked a lot more. I don’t do that anymore. I 
think the last time I got naked on stage was 
Fest 7. 

Mario: There’s that picture of Matty, too. 
He’s all naked wearing Kurt Cobain shades. 
When I joined the band, I was like, “I guess 
I’m going to have to start getting naked.” 
Joe: Was it just a naked band? 

Matt: That night it was, yeah. I had my sweet 
set offs (when lead singers jump off things...a 
la David Lee Roth). It was awesome. I think 
that was the night I almost killed myself. 

Joe: You told me a little about that last night. 
Matty: We were on one of the last two songs 
of the night. We were almost finished and 
Matt got naked, which he used to do a lot. 
I had a really drunk friend who thought it’d 
be really funny to tackle him. He ended up 
tackling him into a fountain the size of a 
kiddie pool. 

Mario: Where were you playing? Rome? 
Matty: That was Babylon in Riverside. I 
think after you fell in there, they put a cover 
on the fountain and eventually just took it out. 
You went in microphone and all. 

Matt: I shorted out the PA and everything. 
Everyone thought I was dead for a few 
minutes. Then I came out of the water like 
Jesus! Back to life! Checked the amp and 
mic. It worked and we kept on going. 

Mario: I didn’t know Jesus did that. 

Matt: Or more like Jason Voorhees, but 
whatever! 

Mikey: They both woke up on Sunday. 

Joe: Jason. Jesus. Whatever. 



♦ * 

Mikey: I think you got naked to torture me 
because I was playing drums and couldn’t 
move. 

Matt: No, I already showed you my balls. 
Matty: No, you were just an innocent bystander. 
Matt: No, I did it because I knew he couldn’t 
do anything. 

Mikey: San Francisco was the worst. 

Matt: I smelled so bad. 

Mario: He took off his pants and everyone 
cleared back. 

Mikey: It was a stage four feet high and 
, we’re playing. He does a little shimmy dance 
land his pants fall down. It’s like instantly a 
nuclear warhead went off. Everyone is like 
\ “EWW!” and stepped back. 

Matt: We were on tour three or four days and 
I hadn’t taken a shower yet. 

^ i Mario: Everybody else did. 

Matt: That’s because all you fuckers 
went home every day you could go home 
and I stayed out living the life and shit. 


4 Eating free cheeseburgers. Sleeping on 
motherfuckers’ couches. 

Joe: That’s the life. Saw that on Cribs. 
Mario: No. I ate the free cheeseburgers. That’s 
how I woke up in homeboy’s garage in my 
* \ boxers. Now that that’s solved. Next question. 
Joe: Approximately how many times did you 
stop to toast when you opened for the Cheap 
Girls at the Casbah in San Diego? 

Matt: At least twenty. 

Mario: How many beers are on the table? 
Matty: It was the longest set time we’ve 
ever had. 

Joe: What happened, exactly? 

Matt: They gave us forty-five minutes. 
Usually, we don’t play that long because 
all our songs are relatively short. So we’re 
like, “How are we going to play forty-five 
t minutes?” So in between songs, we’ll just 
i cheers each other and free up some time. We 
probably cheered seventeen times. I thought 
it was brilliant. 

Joe: Matty, you live in San Diego. Matt lives 
in Burbank. Mario is in Santa Monica? 
Mario: West L.A. 

Joe: And, Mikey, you live in Redlands. So is 
it hard being so far away from each other? 
Mikey: We miss each other a lot. 

Joe: Not so much that, but as far as practicing 
or song writing. 

Mario: I bought this digital recorder, so when 
some of us write songs and send the others 
mp3s of songs we’re working on... 

Matt: ...And then they’ll email it to us and 
we won’t listen to it. 

Mario: We play as a band and record a demo and 
listen to it later. Well, Matty and I listen to it. 
Matt: I’m too busy doing bullshit. 

Mario: We just record at practice. 

Matty: We don’t really play enough. 

Matt: We practice when we’re going 
to record something or if we’re playing 
something like Fest. 

Joe: What about not practicing but actual 
gigs? Like last night, you three live relatively 
close to the Blue Star, but Matty has a bit of 
a road trip. 



“You fuckers went home every day 
you could ao home and I stayed out 
living thenfe and shit. Eating free 
cheeseburgers. Sleeping on 
motherfuckers' couches.” 
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Todd: Can you understand that a guy with no 
pants on and a Viking hat... 

[Laughter] 

Mario: Oh, I understand. 

Matt: I have a nice home. 

Todd:I was just saying... “looks homeless■ 
not “is homeless.” 

Matt: And at that point in time, I did. 

Mario: I’m guessing now that Todd wrote that. 
Todd: Well, yeah. 

Mario: Todd also wrote my favorite 
thing that was ever written about the band 
which—now if anyone needs to know what 
the band is all about—Madison Bloodbath 
is halfway between having an air freshener 
tattooed above one’s ass and having a real 
job. I remember reading that though and 
being like, “HOMELESS?! What about the 
other three of us?” 

Mikey: Depending what night you get us, you 
don’t know which one of us could be homeless. 
Todd: So the air freshener above the butt. Is 
that the gay flag? 

Matt: It’s rainbow colored. Not necessarily 
gay but rainbow-colored. 

Joe: It’s unity. 

Matt: I will say this. If I went to prison, I’d 
probably get fucked. 


* 


Mikey: No matter where we play, three out of 
four of us have a drive ahead of us. 

Mario: At least two people drive farther than 
the touring band did. 

Mikey: Yeah, they drove twenty minutes and 
one of us drove two hours. We don’t play that 
often so it’s not that big of a deal because all 
the shows we do play are usually really fun. 
Matt: Except last night. That was bullshit. 
Joe: Why? 

Matt: I’m just joking. Oh yeah—because I 
pissed myself. 

Mikey: It rained indoors last night. 

Mario: I’m already picturing the layout for 
this because I read Razorcake and I’m seeing 
in the top right hand comer, “Water sports!” 
“Pissed myself!” 

Joe: A lot of piss jokes in this issue. Is it tme 
you threw up on the stage at Awesome Fest or 
is that an urban legend? 

Matt: That’s absolutely fucking tme. 

Mario: Not just Awesome Fest. I’ve seen 
this dude... 

Matty: He gets so nervous, even still. 
[Laughing] 

Matt: It’s all nerves! 

Mario: The Jameson had nothing to do with it. 
Matt: Yeah, I threw up dude! What of it? 


Mario: Then you kicked it to the side like it 
was an empty beer can. Then we played the 
show and it was great. 

Matt: Who gives a shit? 

Mario: Actually, there was a show in Pomona 
where he puked in the middle of watching the 
first band and that was the first night he kissed 
his lovely wife. 

Matt: Oh, yeah! Totally puked then made out 
with her and now we are married. 

Joe: You’re a romantic guy. 

Matt: I’m a super romantic. 

Mario: That’s when he knew that that was 
the woman he would marry. 

Matt: If you make out with me after I 
throw up... 

Joe: [Quoting Waynes World]: “If you blow 
chunks and she comes back...” 

Mario: “If you spew and she bails, it was 
never meant to be.” I’m going to try that one 
later. Make sure she’s the one. 

Joe: Mario, it is it true that you took offense 
to being called homeless in the Awesome 
Fest guide. 

Mario: No, but... 

Matt: I was being called homeless, I think. 
Mario: For as long as I’ve been in the band, 
he hasn’t been homeless. 
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Mikey: You are very pretty. 

Mario: We went to Lake Havasu for Matt’s 
bachelor party and it’s weird because so many 
of the pictures of Matt have a rainbow behind 
him. Like so many! 

Matt: It’s because I’m magical dude! 

Mikey: And in the background you can see a 
silhouette of a wolf howling at the sun. 
Mario: You’re digging into the homeless 
thing because many homeless people think 
they’re magical. 

Matt: I have a nice home, god dammit! 
Mario: Maybe I should puke and kiss girls 
and get a nice house in Burbank. 

Matt: I fucking scored. 

Joe: Speaking of tattoos, which one of you 
has a tattoo on your balls? 

Matt: Me and him [points at Mikey]. 

Joe: Why? And what is it? 

Mario: At Tattoo Revolution in Redlands, 
California? 

Todd: Did you get it at work? 

Matt: Yeah! 

Mikey: My big brother did mine. 

Matt: We used to have free tattoo days. 
That’s why I have a bunch of the stupid shit. 
One of the free tattoo days was get your balls 
tattooed which, usually, on the free tattoo 
days, only the people who worked there 
would get them. 

Mikey: No customer got a ball tattoo that day. 
Matt: They actually got their balls tattooed 
before me because I was off that day and the 


next day they were like, “You should get your 
balls tattooed! We all got em tattooed.” 
Mikey: Mine says the word, “Lick” and 
Matt’s has a dollar sign because it is the 
money bag. 

Joe: Matt, don’t you also have a tattoo done 
by Ben Snakepit. 

Matt: Ben Snakepit drew the tattoo. Then 
their weird roadie dude did the tattoo. 

Joe: And what is that tattoo? 

Matt: It’s a sweet pot leaf that says “Green 
Day,” dude. 

Mario: It looks like a butt hole. 

Matty: Like a green butt hole. 

Mikey: It looks like it was hit by a baseball. 
Matt: It looks like complete dog shit but it 
makes a good story. 

Joe: Mikey, you’re working at the tattoo shop 
still and Matt, you’re working on... 

Mario: Working on getting some pants. 
Matt: I do stagehand bullshit. 

Joe: What is your day job, Mario? 

Mario: I edit at Yahoo for a country show 
right now and I direct music videos. 

Joe: Matty? 

Matty: I’m a buyer for General Dynamics 
NAS SCO. It’s a ship building company. 
Mikey: Making little ships. 

Matt: He’s a fucking war profiteer! 
Motherfucker! You shouldn’t be in this band 
because you’re not punk! 

Mario: Then, technically, you can say your 
band is partly funded by the war. 

Matt: That’s not cool though. 

Mario: And my corporate job. You sold 
out without getting any of the benefits of 
selling out! 

Matt: Not me. Still living hand-to-mouth. 
Mario: The worst kind of selling out. 

Todd: Serious question. Recount one thing 
that’s happened in your life that affects your 
personality to this day. I put it in the frame of 
playing in a band or playing in a specific type 
of band, but it doesn’t have to be that. 

Mario: Fuck you, Todd! By the end 
of this we’re all hugging and kissing. 
“FUCK RAZORCAKE. CANCEL MY 
SUBSCRIPTIONS!” I don’t know. Most 
of what is reflected in everything I do is 
probably the way I was raised in a family 
where everyone worked hard to give to their 
family. That’s reflected in my job and in the 
band. Sometimes, Matt will be like, “Oh, here 
comes Mario.” But I like to get stuff done. 
When it comes down to doing something, I 
like to do it. 

Todd: When you were a kid, did you resist that? 
Mario: I don’t know. Not really. I always 
found in school stuff that my parents 
wanted me to do well and I was like, “Oh, 
if I do well, they’ll leave me alone and let 
me do stuff like have my friends over and 
play in a band.” I guess my answer is, “I 
had a good upbringing!” 

Matty: Good job, mom and dad! 

Matt: You’re not punk, dude. 

Mario: My mom wouldn’t buy me a guitar 
when I wanted one for Christmas because 
they thought I would quit it like karate. So 
they bought me a CD player. 

Matt: Fuck yeah. 

Mario: And then I bought a guitar. 
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Joe: And then you quit CDs. 

Mario: I quit CDs. Showed her! I don’t buy 
CDs anymore, mom! 

Matty: Uh, kind of like what Mario was 
saying... 

Mario: Cheater! Matty’s family is rad! His 
stepdad is our fifth member. 

Matty: I didn’t grow up with very much 
money. My parents split when I was little so 
my mom raised my sister and me with the help 
of my family, which instilled a family-first 
kind of thing. Family before money. When I 
was thirteen, I went and saw the Phuzz play at 
Cafe Underground in Redlands. 

Matt: I was there. 

Matty: Going to that show got me into 
this music scene. Beyond that, it opened 
my eyes to what a community is and what 
a community punk rock can be. That’s 
totally my whole ideal now—community 
first over money. 

Matt: What’d you learn from that sweet 
Tooth And Nail band? 


* 

idea of being able to quit your day job and 
going on tour was a big goal for me to have. I 
actually got to do that for a while. We toured 
for ten months out of the year and came home 
for no more than two weeks at a time. 

Todd: What was the band? 

Mikey: That band was called The Kinison. 
Atlantic Records still owns my butt. 

Matt: Hey, don’t put that in print. 

Mario: Unless they want to give us money 
for a record. 

Mikey: So three or four years where I got 
to do that. Not having a house or a car, but 
playing shows. Thirty days, twenty cities. 
It was the most fun I’ve ever had. Now that 
I’m home, I’m not as busy. I fish a lot. I 
don’t have a shitty job, per se but... I think 
that’s what you should do when you’re in a 
band. Not worry about anything else. Just 
play music. 

Matt: I think what shaped me to be the 
asshole that I am most of the time—when 
my dad died, it sucked. I moved around a lot 


Matt: We can thank me for that one. 

Mario: You played a McDonald’s? You 
fucking sellout. 

Matt: We played McDonald’s twice, fool! 
Todd: How’d you get to play McDonalds 
twice? 

Matt: The very first time we played 
McDonald’s, our bass player worked there. 
For some reason, the McDonald’s that wasn’t 
near us was having a benefit for the Baker 
to Vegas rally for the cops. They needed 
entertainment. So we put together a punk 
show to benefit cops. 

Joe: So you played McDonald’s for cops. 
[Laughter] 

Matt: It was genius. You can’t get more 
punk than that. Then the second time, 
he played that shit with us. We made up 
some bullshit. Food Not Bombs benefit. 
I didn’t even know what I was doing, 
but they let us play. It was insane. Then 
we left the show early to watch Pansy 
Division in Riverside. 



MATT: “It was kind of sketchy but I was on 
sdieers and whiskeys and various other things: 

RIO: “All your answers are the same.” 


Mario: I have Huntington CDs. Fuck you. 
That hurts me. 

Matty: That didn’t shape me too much. 
Mario: Actually that did, because that’s 
what makes Matty go, “I don’t want to tour 
all the time.” 

Joe: I don’t know anything about this. 

Matty: I played in a pop punk band called the 
Huntingtons for a couple years. We toured for 
nine, ten months out of the year and it totally 
made me hate touring. 

Matt: That’s because you didn’t party while 
you were on tour like we do because you were 
all young and you were with a bunch of old 
cock sucking dudes. 

Mario: You hate it when your friends have 
other friends: “Matty was hanging with 
someone else. He shotgunned a beer with a 
different guy.” 

[Matt pours some whiskey into a pint glass 
for himself.] 

Mario: For those at home, Matt has poured 
himself a tall glass of whiskey. 

Mikey: That’s a half a pint. 

Matt: With ice. 

Mario: That’s a whiskeyicenocoke. 

[Matt flashes Matty again.] 

Matty: It looks like a tiny person. 

Matt: God damn! Where are my pants? 
Mikey: The things that made me who I am 
today: my family has always been real big on 
music. Ever since we were little, my brother 
and I were around instruments. Him being in 
bands before I was really playing gave me the 
idea that I wanted to do that stuff. The whole 


and shit. Finally, we settled somewhere. My 
stepdad was awesome. That dude is a saint. 
He’s a drummer in a sweet band. So what got 
me into music was that dude. That and Guns 
n’ Roses because I wanted to be Slash, but I 
can’t play guitar to save my life. 

Joe: So you settled for Axl. 

Matt: Yeah. 

Mario: I notice you doing this move. [Does 
Axl dance.] 

Matt: So that’s what got me into shit like 
music in general. Then just listening to random 
punk rock tapes and going to shows. I used to 
hang out at Underground Cafe every weekend 
and see all kinds of bands. We started a band. 
We had a shitty band for a while, but once we 
finally started this band, that made it legit. We 
were finally playing good music. 

Todd: How old were you guys when you 
started this band? How old were you guys 
when you met? 

Matt: High school? 

Matty: Yeah. You were a junior or a senior 
and I was a freshman or something 
Joe: So you started back then? 

Matty: Well, our bands used to play together. 
Matt was in a band called Playpen. 

Matt: And he had a band called the Castillos. 
Mario: I’d like to get those tapes. 

Matt: We had them and they’re fucking great. 
Matty: There weren’t many places to play. 
Matt: So we played backyards. We ended up 
playing a show at McDonald’s. 

Matty: We played a McDonald’s. The 
front lawn. 


Joe: Then how old were you guys when you 
started Madison Bloodbath? 

Matty: Twenty-one? I was twenty-one? 
Matt: I was twenty-five? Some shit. Early- to 
mid-twenties. Now we’re in our late twenties 
and early- to mid-thirties. 

Mario: Can’t wait until we’re in our sixties. 
Matt: We’re going to be the Rolling 
Stones of punk rock. I’ll be old as fuck 
and in a wheelchair. 

Mario: No, it’ll be like the Who. Pete 
Townsend still smashes the guitar because 
that’s what people pay to see. So you’re just 
going to get naked but with no heart in it. 
Matt: I think people just want me to get 
drunk now. 

Mario: That’s you! 

Matty: I think they like you drunk but not 
out-of-your-mind wasted. 

Mario: Just so you know, this isn’t really an 
interview. It’s an intervention. 

Matt: Where’s the camera crew? 

Todd: So Matt, have you ever thought about 
taking up an instrument, because you look 
uncomfortable and bored when someone else 
sings and you’re just standing there. 

Matt: Actually, before Mario joined the 
band and it was just me and this guy and the 
drummer, they were trying to talk me into 
playing bass. 

Matty: Harmonica, banjo. 

Mario: I tried to give him a tambourine. He 
wouldn’t do it. I told him, “We’ll get you 
leather pants and a tambourine.” 

Matt: I don’t know. If I had something cool? 
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Maybe I could do it, but I can’t play shit 
because I’m musically retarded. 

Mario: He’s too busy forgetting the lyrics. 
It’s hard playing instruments when you have 
beer cans in your hand. 

Matty: We don’t need to add another 
distraction. 

Matt: Yeah, I’m probably never going to 
learn anything. I’m having a hard enough 
time remembering the words and not because 
I’m drunk all the time or any bullshit like that. 
One of the things I notice is the only songs I 
don’t remember are the songs that I write. 
Matty: You’re going to have to put 
everything he says in capital letters because 
he’s shouting. 

Mario: You can add that I’m sitting next to 
him and I just put ear plugs in. 

Matt: I hate you guys. 

Mario: Actually, recently I decided that 
anytime you talk or read something you 
write, I’m reading it in Cartman’s voice. 
“Fuck you guys.” 

Matt: You three douchebags can do this 
without me. 

Mario: Maybe I’ll take up fishing with Mikey 
or brewing beer with Matty. 

Matt: Don’t come to my house. You’re not 
welcome. Actually, that’s wrong. Everyone is 
welcome at my house. 

Mikey: All you readers can come over. 

Matt: Anyone who wants to come over is 
welcome. I need friends. All I hang out with 
is my cat. 

Joe: Especially if they drink beer. 

Matt: Well that’s a fucking given. Bring a 
twelve pack. 

Joe: Mikey, how often do you fish? You seem 
exceptionally passionate about fishing and all 
things related to water. 

Mikey: As often as I can. 

Matt: Water sports! 

Mikey: I take a lot of baths. 

Joe: Don’t you go scuba diving and snorkeling? 
Mikey: I go diving and fish in lakes and 
oceans as often as I can. 

Joe: How’d you get into it? 

Mikey: Just because of the water thing. I met 
up with these sweet dudes. 

Matt: I went fishing with this dude once. 
Mikey: We partied too. It was my birthday 
and there was a surprise party at my 
house and there were already plans in the 
morning to go fishing and to leave my 
house at four with some buddies. Matt is 
like, “Hey, take me with you then take 
me to San Diego to see Tiltwheel.” I was 
fishing down that way. We go fishing and 
kayaking and whatever and I look back and 
he’s just basking in the sun. Children are 
making sandcastles next to this mountain 
of love. 

Matt: All I’m doing is drinking beers. 
Mikey: So we’re done and Matt goes to San 
Diego and I’m like, “See you next week or 
something!” Three maybe three and half 
months later, I finally talk to this dude again. 
He just disappeared off the face of the earth. 
He goes on tour for three days. He goes to 
Vegas and gets weird, probably. 

Matt: Was that when I went to Punk Rock 
Bowling? 
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Mario: You should keep a diary. 

Matt: We played this record store in 
Pomona and Josh Mosh was like, “Come to 
San Diego with us.” I’m like, “I only have 
eighty bucks.” He says, “Who gives a shit?” 
Next thing I know I’m in Vegas breaking 
ribs, watching Radon. 

Joe: This is the three months thing? 

Matty: I don’t know. You stayed with Davey 
for a while, right? 

Matt: I stayed with Davey for a week. 
Mikey: He was supposed to be at work the 
next day. 

Joe: Were you worried or were you like, 
“Meh, he’s partying”? 

Mikey: Oh, for sure, he’s totally partying. 
Duh. It’s him and he hasn’t been to work for 
two weeks. Everyone’s asking me because I’m 
the last one to hang out with him. I dropped 
him off at the comer of Wienerschnitzel in 
San Diego and his phone is off. 

Matt: Probably died and I didn’t charge it. 
Mikey: Or it got turned off because he wasn’t 
working so he wasn’t paying that shit. 

Mario: He’s basically always auditioning for 
Unsolved Mysteries. 

Matt: Hey man, I’m just trying to live life to 
its fullest and get into some adventures. Fuck 
you suits. 

Mario: “You’re all wearing pants! Fuck 
you, pants!” 

Joe: All we got left are really dumb questions. 
Matt: Ask them. 

Joe: In the Dude Jams article, they mention 
this tattoo. 

Matt: That’s bullshit. We were partying. 
Some dude who was with Dude Jams had 
a tattoo needle. It was kind of sketchy but 
I was on beers and whiskeys and various 
other things. 

Mario: All your answers are the same. 
[Laughter] 

Matt: So we got these tattoos because I 
thought it was a good idea. Bloodbath Dude 
Jams tattoos?! I thought it’d be fucking great 
and it’s the stupidest idea I ever had. Now I 
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got this tattoo and I talked to the fucker not 
too long ago and he’s like, “Oh yeah, I’m 
getting this shit taken off.” 

Joe: But he has a bunch of dumb tattoos? 
Matt: No shit! “I’m like why would you take 
that one off?” 

Mario: Isn’t his nickname B-dumb? 

Matt: His tattoo looks like it says “dumb.” 
We got them both on the same finger. 

Mario: Then they jerked each other off. 
Matt: The same night I got Michelle’s name 
tattooed on my hand. (Matt’s wife) 

Joe: Which one did you do first? 

Matt: The Dude Jams one, of course. 

Joe: You also had the job of Paddy’s (Arrivals) 
mic stand. 

Matt: Yeaaah. I shaved that fool’s head and 
he owed me Jameson and he didn’t pay me 
back until Fest. I had to accost him. 

Mario: Did you charge him interest? 

Matt: I should have! I should have been like, 
“Hey fool,” and held out a pint glass. 

Mario: Pints of Jameson make you strong. 
Matt: That was cool. When the Arrivals 
played with Toys That Kill in Pomona... 
Mario: I was there, dude\ 

Matt: For some reason, they asked me to get 
naked and then Paddy would get naked. So 
there’d be these two naked dudes. 

Mikey: Two bears. 

Joe: That’s a lot of art. 

Matt: Not many people can take that 
much art. 

Mario: Yeah, but when you get both of them, 
it’s how much fart can you take... I bombed 
on that one. 

Joe: We’ll take that one out. 

Mario: You ever see panda bears mate? 
Matt: Where’s my pants! You’ve had gold 
coming out of us. 

Mikey: You’ve had a lot of gold come out of 
you today. 
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ADD/C is a fantastic punk band hailing from 
Chattanooga, Tennessee. They released one of the genre’s 
best LPs in the last year, called Busy Days. I can’t urge 
you enough to hunt that fucker down. It’s got a beautifully 
illustrated ant farm on the cover. When it plays, it’s like a 
present unwrapping itself on each spin of the vinyl. The music’s 
redemptive; the lyrics are heart-breaking and then heart- 
stitched-back-together. 

Forgetanarchism, socialism, Marxism, capitalism, libertarianism, 
Republicanism, Democratism, or any other -ism as models of 
rebellion, revolution, and control. If punks around the world 
could get half as organized as that ant farm on ADD/C’s album 
cover, that would be something for the straights to fear. That 
would be a rebellion that would topple statues and structures. 

Around 120 million years ago, after the rise of flowering plants, 
ants diversified into a still un-cataloged number of species. At 
one end of the ant spectrum is eusociality—ants performing 
at the highest observable level of social organization to form 
colonies. These ant colonies are so well oiled that they appear 
to operate as a single, unified entity, collectively working 
together seamlessly. The division of labor is so highly specialized 
that individual ants aren’t able to survive by themselves for 
extended periods of time. Ants inside the colony exhibit a form of 
distributed intelligence. It’s a system in which ants with limited 
intelligence, talent, and information are able to pool resources 
to accomplish goals far beyond their individual capabilities. 

IMot only have ants colonized almost every landmass on earth, 
they contribute to almost twenty percent of its total terrestrial 
animal biomass. In pure tonnage, their collected weight exceeds 
that of all organisms with a spine. 

E Problem identified. Problem ingeniously tackled through 

fault-tolerant systems. Problem solved. There 
would be ants that repair their 








subways. Ants whose lot in life is wheelbarrowin 
ant poop; coal mining ants; vigilant ants that guard 
the hive’s entrance; enforcer ants; sex ants. 


As great as it sounds, there are problems with this 
ant business since there’s more to human society 
than the need to exist to solve problems. There’s 
the joy of leisure, the challenge of education, or the 
subjective—but very real—power of the arts. Scientists 
have yet to observe an ant’s head exploding in pleasure 
watching an ant band. There have been no discoveries 
of an ant bookmobile. No observations of ant bicycle 
rides or elderly clusters of ants playing chess. No ant 
theater, ant badminton, ant dances, ant zines. 


ADD/C accomplishes something rare with its music. You 
may feel small, isolated, invisible, infinitely squishable, 
and pressed under a humongous thumb without a second 
thought. You may feel like a shitty little ant scrabbling 
around, underneath towering, clumsy monsters. But when 
you can tap into an underground network and you can share— 
giving as much as you take, while helping and being helped— 
there’s a real power there. A power that’s too infrequently 
recognized or celebrated. ADD/C does just that. 

Interview and layout by Todd Taylor 

Photos provided by Scott Balch, Bridget Miller, and the band 


Todd: Busy Days is a great record. I just wanted to put 
that out there. 

Daniel: We put a lot of time into it. 

Todd: There is next to nothing about you guys on 
the internet. Is that intentional or you just never got 
around to it? 

Daniel: The most promotion we do is playing shows. 
This interview is the first outside of the rock’n’roll 
experience we’ve had as a band. As far as promoting 
the band, it’s just something we haven’t done. 

Todd: Are you planning on getting around to it sooner 
or later? 

Daniel: We had a Myspace page for awhile. I sort of 
feel like we live in a huge, consumer world and to be 
another record on the pile or another advertisement in 
your face, it feels a little wrong to me, personally. It 
makes it a lot harder to cross that threshold of wanting 
to push things on people. It’s not my style. 

Grady: Not a priority. 

Daniel: Right. The priority is playing music. Having 
fun. Communicating. 

Cole: And then came along the internet obsession a few 
years after we had already been doing this, so it wasn’t 
something we were doing when we started playing. I 
guess we never jumped on or latched on to it. 

Todd: I’m with you one hundred percent. I, personally, 
am a very poor promotions person. I think I’m okay 
with physically making a zine and I really enjoy that 
process, but the other process kind of creeps me out... 
So, let’s start at the beginning. Does the name ADD/C 
mean anything at all? 

Cole: Not really, [laughter] I guess it started as just a 
pun on attention deficit disorder. 

Grady: And AC/DC. 

Cole: And we needed a name and that was the best 
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of all the bad ones. We certainly 
didn’t think we’d be a band for 
eleven years. 

Daniel: It’s an ongoing mistake. 

Todd: Why the lightning bolt in 
the name,? 

Cole: Just from the AC/DC logo. 

Grabbed it from the start. Part of 
the joke. 

Todd: Were you guys ever called 
“The ADD/C”? 

Cole: We put that in our first LP, on the 
inside page. We ripped off the logo The 
Band’s Greatest Hits album. That was 
the font and lettering from that. We just 
made a copy and cut it up, so we left the 
“The” in there. 

Daniel: That’s three jokes combined. 

Todd: I’ m laughing. Who ran Crazy Horse 
Records? 

Grady: Ron Cobra. 

Cole: It was our friend Robbie. That’s his 
nickname. Basically, that was the one and 
only release that he did. He helped us record 
that record in Daniel’s basement. We used 
dumpstered microphones. 

Daniel: Four-track split into eight and one of 
them didn’t work. 

Cole: Just whatever we could find and we spent 
weeks in Daniel’s basement troubleshooting, 
teaching ourselves how to record and Robbie was 
there with us the whole way. As far as I know, 
that’s the only Crazy Horse release. 

Grady: And that’s why it sounds so weird. 

Todd: The recording itself—it doesn’t even sound 
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predictably uneven. It sounds... weird. 
It’s almost growing in the background as 
another entity. 

Cole: Daniel recorded those vocals in the 
living room of my apartment when he had a 
really bad cold. 

Daniel: Have you ever seen the collapsible 
drumset? It’s this little kit. It’s two heads 
pushed together with a rim? 

Todd: No. 

Daniel: Well, they were hot in the ‘90s. Cole 
had a set. We thought they sounded better 
than any kind of tuning we could. They 
sounded really flat after I listened to the 
recording and after understanding a lot more 
about recording, but they sound wild. 

Todd: Wasn’t that Crazy Horse Record #16, 
though? Some number besides #1? 

Cole: I think we put it out as a This Here 
Record also, and I think that’s where the 
sixteen came in. 

Todd: Got it. Sometimes people don’t want 
to start releases with the number one because 
other people—like distros—don’t want to 
take a risk on the first thing someone releases. 
“Oh, these guys have made it to #16. They’ve 
got it goin’ on. I’ll give it a listen.” 

Cole: Mike Pack who did This Here, he’d 
kind of been involved in one way or another 
with everything we had done. That was kind 
of where our affiliation was at that point. It 
was kind of a group thing, but it was mainly 
Robbie’s little project with us and he was 
with us every step of the way. 

Todd: He was even on that last spoken 
word track. 

Daniel: Oh yeah. The lyrics from that are 
from a Frank Herbert novel. 

Todd: It’s pretty dark. 

Cole: A friend of ours asked us to record a 
song on the record that we had never played 
before and we would never play again. 
Ashley. That was completely off the cuff. 
Daniel: Hence the title, “The Cuff.” 

Todd: Just to get my math right, how many 
years was it between Keepin ’ It Real and 
Busy Days 1 } 

Cole: Keepin’ It Real was recorded in 
February of 2004 and Busy Days over a two- 
month period in 2009. 

Daniel: It takes a long time to get things 
out once we’ve actually recorded them. It 
definitely takes us awhile. 

Todd: Keeping the record straight, Keepin ’It 
Real was recorded as a three-piece and Harry 
came in after that, correct? 

All: Correct. 

Daniel: We were all a little bit disappointed 
in not being able to see Harry play music. He 
wasn’t in a band at the time. 

Cole: And had two daughters. 

Daniel: Had two beautiful daughters. 

Moved away to Miami. Ended up back in 
Chattanooga after a period of time. Wasn’t 
playing music with people and it seemed like 
a shameful thing to all of us. We asked him 
to please help us. 

Todd: Stop the shame. 

Grady: I also remember at this time, we 
were kind of going through some serious 
writers’ block. 
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Daniel: For sure. 

Grady: Kind of like a weird stagnancy that 
hadn’t been felt before. That was really bizarre. 
Daniel: And Harry and I were spending a lot 
of time playing acoustic guitars together in 
his bedroom. 

Harry: My life was so fucked, that I had a 
plethora of things to write about. 

Cole: Does anybody remember exactly when 
that was that Harry joined? Might have been 
2008? 2007? 

Grady: I just wanted to mention the amazing 
wisdom I’ve seen Cindy Crabb drop multiple 
times in Snarlas’ set that that just reminded 
me of. There’s one song that they always 
play. Before they play it, she always says, 
“This song’s about all the terrible shit you’ve 
gone through in your life and how people tell 
you that it makes you a better person...” 
Cole: “.. .To be grateful for the hard times.” 
Grady: “...And how that’s fucking 
bullshit.” 

Todd: The hard times leave scars. Period. 
Grady: Exactly. Things suck. Bad things 
happen to people that they should never have 
to go through. 

Todd: My question is always “Why does the 
victim have to do the reconciliation?” Shifting 
gears totally: In Busy Days , off the top of 
my head, there are a lot less illustrations of 
Gumby, bloody swords, and penises... 
Grady: Back when we did Keepin ’ It Real , 
we were receiving money from Gumby and 
McDonald’s, [laughs] We actually unsold- 
out on Busy Days. 

Todd: Who did most of the illustrations for 
Keepin ’It Real '? 

Cole: That would be me. 

Grady: Cole Champion, the best cartoonist 
on earth. 

Cole: Right. 

Grady: His new work is amazing. You 
should see it. 

Cole: That series of illustrations with Gumby 
and Grimace and all of that were bom out of— 
we had Mario Paint for Super Nintendo at my 
old apartment. A lot of late night stupidity. 
Todd: It just seeps in when you don’t even 
realize it. 

Cole: The more recent booklet was done by 
our good friend Heather Lacey. 

Grady: Slight improvement, [laughs] 

Todd: Her penmanship is impeccable. 

Cole: She mles, man. We just asked her to 
go thematically with the lyrics and she just 
took care of us. 

Todd: She sure did. 

Cole: She probably spent as much time on it 
as we did, on the recording. 

Daniel: Totally tme. 

Cole: And likewise with the cover art. 
Daniel: The cover was done by our other 
friend Yuriko Hoshino, who also spent just 
as much time. All in all, all the aspects of the 
record dwarf the music. 

Todd: That cover is amazing. It’s so intricate 
and there are so many things going on. There 
are ants doing everything. And this is from 
memory. I’m not even looking at the record. 
And it fits, thematically, with your music. 
Isn’t Yuriko based in a bunch of different 


places? Chattanooga, France, and somewhere 
in California? 

Cole: She’s from California originally. We 
met her in San Francisco. Ivy from Black 
Rainbow—everybody was staying with her 
and that’s how we met Yuriko. Then she lived 
in Chattanooga for awhile, moved to France 
for a year, and just got back a few weeks ago. 
Grady: I was going to say that the concept 
for the Busy Days cover came about when 
we were on tour and Harry and I were up 
front, driving from one show to another, all 
super hung over, listening to Sgt. Pepper’s. I 
don’t know why that sticks out in my mind. 
We’d been talking a lot about being piss ants 
and working for the queen bee, which is the 
U.S. government or whatever. Basically, we 
were talking about THE album. We’d been 
talking about the album cover, talking about 
an ant farm with all these ants doing all the 
mundane, horrible shit that goes on in life. 
And then, on the other side, they would be 
doing the more life-affirming activities. 
Basically, we just told Yuri that and she drew 
exactly what we were thinking. 

Cole: Ran with that concept. 

Todd: That’s great. The metaphor works 
perfectly, and it’s not bashing the listener 
over the head with it, either... Everybody 
put on your thinking cap for this one. What 
is something that you believed as a kid that 
other people were convinced that you’d 
“outgrow,” but you never did and it still 
remains as a core belief? Something you 
didn’t fold on. 

Daniel: Huh. Well, it wasn’t Phil Collins. 
Totally folded. 

All: [Pregnant silence.] 

Todd: Chew on that for a bit. I’m going to 
give you the opposite now. What’s something 
that you raised hell about—something that 
you fought tooth and nail for—and your 
parents were completely fucking right about? 
A haircut, earrings, a Slayer T-shirt. It’s cool, 
but it’s not that big a deal. 

Cole: Baggy pants, [laughter] 

Daniel: Mine was weed. I was pretty anti¬ 
weed for a good, long while, [laughter] I ran 
around, thinking that straight edge was a 
good idea and berated my parents. They were 
totally right. It’s not that big of a deal. 
Grady: I guess it would have been easier to 
finish college when I was twenty-one, but 
that’s not a fucking very good answer. It’s the 
main thing that I regret now. Now I’m going 
to have to do it. 

Cole: Still trying to get around to that one. 
Grady, Daniel, and I kind of came together 
in college in an English literature, pre-1800 
class. 

Daniel: Fuck that class. 

Grady: We actually got called out in class by our 
teacher for skipping class in the cemetery across 
the street. I’m pretty sure he saw us smoking a 
joint. He made reference to that happening at 
Jim Morrison’s grave in France, [laughs] 

Cole: And we all dropped out at around the 
same time and started traveling. 

Todd: How long have you all known each 
other? How did you first meet? 

Grady: I met Daniel just at punk shows 


because my oldest friend who I’ve been 
hanging out with since I was fourteen, Billy 
Joe—The Future Virgins—we started going 
to punk shows around that time. Our friend 
Big Shank, he was selling fake acid at the 
mall. He told me about my first punk show, 
ever. It was mind-blowing. Some shitty band 
from Knoxville called Torture Kitty. Spawn 
Sacs, Morons, Driller Killers, and Jack 
Palance Band. Shit blew my fuckin’ mind 
when I was fourteen. So, basically when I 
was seventeen, eighteen Daniel started going 
to school in Chattanooga. He was from Oak 
Ridge. Billy always has this weird intuition 
when meeting people and knowing they 
were cool and being like, “You should meet 
this guy.” That’s how we met the fake acid 
dealer, actually. Billy was having a show 
at his mom’s house, which she would do 
sometimes. She lived out in the country. I 
remember Daniel coming out there to the 
show and him being like, “This is the weirdo 
I met downtown.” 

Grady: I started going to UTC, the university 
here, and I’d see Daniel around school. I 
basically ended up meeting Cole at the jaded 
hipster smoking table. 

Cole: And Grady worked at a used record 
store at the time and we would run into each 
other there. We started seeing each other at 
school and hanging out. 

Daniel: When this was going on, Harry would 
come up all the time from Huntsville with his 
band called Rice Harvester. We would get our 
minds blown by his guitar style and singing 
style. He was the predominant songwriter 
and singer. He also played with this guy Ryan 
(in Jarvis?). He plays in the Hidden Spots. 
And Ben from the Pine Hill Haints. 

Daniel: Rice Harvester and Jarvis were 
coming up a lot. It was just awesome to see 
people traveling out of town; they’d come 
up to Chattanooga. We eventually convinced 
Harry to move here. 

Cole: I met Harry around that time, going to 
shows and Harry drove us on our first tour. 
Daniel: He did? Oh, fuckin’-idickity! 

Cole: It was ADD/C and Grady and 
Daniel’s other band. Bris and Harry drove 
us in his van. 

Grady: Funny story about that tour. We were 
in two different vehicles. The car had all the 
drugs in it. It was just me and Harry and 
Buddha in the van and we ended up getting 
pulled over by the state troopers in South 
Carolina. 

Cole: There were giant pentagrams stenciled 
on the side of the van. 

Daniel: We hadn’t figured out the American 
flag in the back window yet. 

Todd: And the Jesus fish. 

Cole: We had skull and crossbones and 
pentagrams stenciled all over the van. 

Todd: When that’s translated to cop-speak, it 
says, “Please pull me over.” 

Grady: Harry’s dealing with the cop was so 
heroic and amazing to me. The cop basically 
said, “You have drugs,” And we were like, 
“No, we don’t.” We really didn’t. They were 
in the other car. He was like, “I will pull all 
your shit out and throw it in the mud and 



Daniel: You miss the consistency 
and consistent change that a river 

Movement, 


or an ocean can give 
but nothing’s actually changing 



search it.” Harry said,“I guess you’ll have to 
fuckin’ do that, man.” 

He was doing this and then he walked 
up with this bag of pills. I remember Buddha 
being like, “Oh my god. He planted some 
shit on us.” So the cop brandishes this bag of 
white pills at us and he’s like, “You want to 
explain this?” Harry took a look at it, “That’s 
fuckin’ Tylenol, dude.” The cop’s all, “What’s 
it doing in this bag?” And Harry said, “Our 
drummer is married and some people don’t 
enjoy being assholes, so he didn’t want to 
take the entire bottle of fuckin’ Tylenol.” This 
cop ended up apologizing to us and helping 
us put all the shit back in the van. He pulled a 
one-eighty after being a dick. 

Harry: The whole time, the cop never ever 
paid attention to or mentioned the fact that 
we had no license plate. And, on top of that, 
the reason that we got pulled over in the first 
place was because I cut off an unmarked 
police car. 

Grady: Well, we deserved to get pulled over, 
but getting searched for drugs—how do you 
go from, “You cut me off. You don’t have a 
license plate,” to, “Oh, by the way, are you a 
criminal?” and I’m taking you to prison? 
Todd: They want an excuse. They get so 
focused on one thing and everything else is 
just static to them. 

Harry: He totally could have taken the car 
because we didn’t have a license plate. 
Grady: To his credit, if I was that cop, I’d 
probably be like, “Those dudes have drugs.” 
[laughter] 

Todd: Have you guys ever thought of just 
becoming an AC/DC cover band for hire? 
Ail: No. 

Cole: There’s usually a cover band show 
every year. 

Grady: This is a touchy subject. 

Cole: We thought we should do AC/DC, for 
obvious reasons, for the cover band show. 
That usually ended up being a fundraiser for 
the Do Ya Hear We? Fest. We went through, 
tried to learn some of the songs. It wasn’t 
happening. 

Daniel: The reason why it wasn’t happening 
was because Harry and I have a problem. We 
don’t really like AC/DC. 

Cole: And Grady and I really do have an un- 
ironic love for AC/DC. 

Daniel: They played that song once. A 
hundred times. You know? It’s a formula. It 
has its place and it’s important, you know? 
Grady: Motorhead? 

Daniel: Sure. Of course. 

Cole: It came to us practicing a lot and we 
settled on Dead Kennedys. We did Fleetwood 
Mac, who I probably love as much as AC/ 
DC, the year before. 

Todd: The AC/DC cover band in California 
that has blatantly taken your name of ADD/ 
C—I was checking up on them-—and their 
claim to fame is that they play golf courses. 
And they can’t spell bar mitzvah. You gotta 
spell that stuff right for your bookings. 

Cole: I found it on the internet randomly. 
There’s a stand-up comedian in Minneapolis. 
He had a blog. He was trying to find an 
internet presence for us and stumbled upon 
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those guys or their Facebook page. When he 
realized it wasn’t us, he made some snarky 
comment to them about how, “Oh, I thought 
this was the other ADD/C, but you guys are 
just a cover band. Whatever.” And they were 
like, “Well, does this other band have an 
internet presence? I don’t think so. We do. 
We played Vegas. Have they played Vegas?” 
The comedian was like, “Oh, cool. I was way 
more into this other band that dresses like 
themselves and plays their own songs. Who’d 
you play with in Vegas? Midget KISS?” I 
think his name is Mike Brody, but we just 
found that. We don’t know the guy at all. 
Grady: It’s flattering to be defended. 

Daniel: There’s a lot about being in this band 
that’s flattering. 

Cole: We come to it with as minimal 
pretensions as we can and try to play music 
that we feel like we can get away with 
communicating to our friends. We’ll play 
sometimes—hopefully you’ll like it, and 
if you don’t, sorry, at least we’re having 
fun together. When other people like it, it’s 
pretty... cool. 

Grady It’s an unexpected side effect. 

Daniel: Maybe it’s because we’ve been 
doing something for so long, we’re just an 
annoying presence. 

Cole You get used to it, you know? 

Daniel: Like a fucked up Stockholm 
Syndrome, [laughter] 

Todd: What would be another Chattanooga band 
that’s never left Chattanooga and totally mles? 
Daniel: You do know the Hidden Spots? 
They don’t travel very much. 

Todd: Love the Hidden Spots. Hundred 
Million Voices rules. I’m trying to think of a 
band that outdoes you guys that I don’t know 
about, that’ll play once a year or whatever. I 
know Gainesville a bit better. I’m thinking of 
the Fay Wrays of the world. 

Daniel: Boy, I think you might have hit the 
bottom of the barrel. 

Cole: The Jack Palance Band was that band 
for awhile. 

Todd: That makes sense. I got introduced to 
them by the Thumbs guys. They were exactly 
right. Another great band. 

Daniel: There’s a couple people who’ve 
been consistently making music here for a 
long time who haven’t been on tour in awhile 
that I really respect. One of which is Amy 
Nelson, the singer of Dark Rides. She’s been 
in tons of band that have been great. Forced 
Vengeance. And hasn’t been really able to get 
out of town much. I really think she could be 
a rock’n’roll presence more often. 

Cole: Tom Foote—his band The Spawn 
Sacs. They were... 

Grady: Inspirational. 

Cole: ...Michigan via Miami transplants. 
Probably the punkest band to ever come 
out of Chattanooga and they did tour for 
awhile. Tom has had Antarctica (a venue 
in Chattanooga) for ten years now, I’m 
guessing. Or, maybe it’s seven or eight years. 
Then living there the whole time, having 
basement shows, dealing with it, and still 
seems to like it. [laughter] He celebrates his 
anniversary every year. 


Grady: Tom and I recently started a band 
together. We do intend to tour. 

Cole: Another band like that might be The 
Morons. They were a bunch of wild men 
from Dalton, Georgia. They would get 
together and play shows every now and then. 
Also toured a little bit. Anthony went on to 
be in Queerwulf and True Stereo and a bunch 
of bands. 

Todd: What’s something that you’re addicted 
to in the South that you can’t get anywhere 
else in the world? I’ll go first. Living in Los 
Angeles has a lot of drawbacks, as you might 
imagine. But Mexican food, when I travel, I 
completely start having withdrawals in about 
a week and I won’t debase myself and get 
subpar Mexican food. 

Cole: Daniel might be able to answer this question 
best because he’s been living in Chicago. 

Daniel: I love shitty-ass, degrading Tex-Mex. 
You can’t get shitty Mexican food anywhere 
in the North, especially not in Chicago, 
which is ridiculous. That’s probably not the 
best answer. 

Cole: The favorite cocktail of the year has 
been the Icepick, which is sweet tea and 
vodka. You can’t order that drink outside of 
the South. 

Daniel: If we’re talking consumables: 
boiled peanuts. 

Cole: Combread, maybe.. 

Todd: When I first heard of boiled peanuts, 
I thought people were calling them “bald 
peanuts.” 

Grady: They were. What’s [adopts a 
Southern accent] “boiled”? 

Todd: It seems that the simplest stuff is 
the stuff that gets fucked up the most. Do 
you think there’s a sound in Tennessee 
that you’ve heard that you’ve never heard 
anywhere else? 

Daniel: It’s called the whippoorwill. 

Todd: What’s that? 

Daniel: I’m kidding. It’s a bird. 

Cole: Are you speaking musically? 

Todd: No, not at all. I’m even thinking about 
how crickets sound. 

Daniel: This isn’t a Tennessee-specific thing, 
but a Southern-specific thing. We have a 
pretty big cicada emergence. 

Todd: Every seven years, right? 

Grady: These are actually the sixteen year 
cicadas. That was really more in north 
Georgia. That’s pretty intense. You don’t 
hear that everywhere. 

Cole: The sound of the Market Street Bridge 
is probably my favorite Chattanooga noise. 
There’s this archaic bridge, a draw bridge. 
Daniel: When huge motherfuckin’ sail boats 
must have come through, which was probably 
never... or once? There are three bridges that 
span the river around downtown here and one 
of them has this metal grid across it. And as 
you go across it in a car or if you’re standing 
on it and a car passes by, it makes this pitch. 
It goes [makes sound] “ooooooooooh [higher 
pitch] iiiiiiih [lower pitch] oooooh.” It’s a 
noise I’m totally used to and the timing of 
it, with people going by. It’s a very familiar 
noise for me. 

Grady: We recorded it for the record. 
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Daniel: Yeah, we tried to, but we never 
pulled it off. 

Cole: We kind of realized that it’s kind of a 
universal thing that Chattanoogans’ love. 
Todd: It’s a comfort sound... What’s your 
favorite thing about where you live—and it’s 
something that might have taken a long time 
for you to really appreciate? I appreciate a 
huge desert at night. I always thought the 
world was really big and not very populated 
because I grew up in a small desert town. 
Cole: We live in a really beautiful part of the 
country and there are beautiful places to hike and 
trails and everything everywhere, but I probably 
did not realize until we were on tour—traveling 
together and we were out West—in the desert 
and other places and getting my mind blown by 
that sceneiy and then realizing that people from 
those areas probably feel the same when they 
come to my part of the country. Getting to look 
at things when I got back home with that fresh 
perspective after having being gone for so long, 
really made me appreciate where we live. 
Daniel: Water. 

Todd: I hear that it falls from the sky 
occasionally. 

Cole: Actually, my old house was so close to 
the creeks, we would go swimming almost 
every day. 

Daniel: I thought for some reason that I was 
going to live in Bloomington, Indiana for a 
little while and I stayed up there for a couple 
months. Cole and Grady both had their stints 
in Bloomington, but it’s a land-locked place. 
It’s a great town. You miss the consistency 
and consistent change that a river or an ocean 
can give. Movement, but nothing’s actually 
changing. Movement. You see this cycle 
happen and I didn’t realize how important 
that was to me until I moved away from it. 
Todd: The other thing I’ve had to adjust to, 
living in Southern California, is that I spend 
more time outside because I don’t really have 
seasons. So, I’m much more attuned to how 
big the moon is or the temperature at night. 
Cole: We have extreme seasons. 

Todd: California’s fall will be a week. “Oh, 
it’s a little bit colder. There you go. All right. 
I’ll put some pants on.” This is a more serious 
question. So, there’s no heaven, is that right? 
All: Yes. [laughs] 

Daniel: The lyrics themselves are, “I will 
never get to heaven because I don’t believe 
that there is one.” Is that a question? 

Todd: Yeah. I’m being serious about it and I 
totally agree with the sentiment. What do you 
think is the danger in having so many people 
believe in heaven? 

Daniel: Like we feel the need to bring it up 
and shout about it? 

Todd: Yeah. 

Grady: Sometimes, when people have that, 
they have a lack of worrying about the present. 
“This world is fucked. What am I going to do 
about it? I’ll just die and go to heaven.” 

Cole: Putting off problems and deferring a 
situation is never a solution. 

Todd: That’s a really good interpretation. 
Harry: And not to say that people who believe in 
heaven have any specific detriment. Sometimes 
people need the comfort to get through the loss 


of a loved one to believe that they may be able 
to reunite in some form or fashion, but heaven 
implies a hell and that’s ridiculous. 

Todd: I wholeheartedly agree. I actually 
moved out to California to take care of my 
grandmother. I loved my grandmother a lot. 
And she wanted to go to church and what 
she brought out of it—she was an awesome 
lady—I saw that energize her. That’s really 
nice. I’m glad that there was something that 
gave her this really great place to be. She 
never imposed it on me, which was awesome. 
Separating the dogma. There’s no shortage of 
examples of people using religion and heaven 
as very horrible things, as weapons, and that’s 
where I have a hard time endorsing religion. 
Daniel: We got really lucky in Chattanooga 
‘cause a lot of the folks who were coming up 
when I was eighteen and stuff, were coming out 
of dogmatic families, but still really enjoyed the 
weird, Southern music aspect of it. 

Cole: I grew up in a very religious house. 
Daniel: Me too. And I think that has a vein in 
our style. We are able to get all of the bullshit 
out of the music and be able to focus on that, 
but a lot of people defaulted to agnosticism or 
atheism because it’s just way easier to hang 
out with people without trying to impose 
your beliefs. 

Cole: And rock’n’roll was kind of a forbidden 
thing for me. 

Daniel: Certainly. 

Cole: My grandmother, who raised me, was 
very, very against it in any form. Then with 
my parents, my CDs, the lyrics would get 
read and dealt with accordingly whether or 
not it was suitable for me listen to. 

Daniel: Sure... Hey, Todd. “Dogdick.” I just 
wanted to get that out. 

Grady: I just wanted to make the point, too, 
I don’t think “How the West Was Won” is 
condemning spirituality at all. 

Todd: Oh, no. I think that Busy Days , 
especially lyrically, is extremely adept at 
promoting and celebrating a certain message 
without being condemning or being offensive 
to other people. 

[clapping] 

Daniel: Thank you so much. 

Todd: And that shows a high level of 
sophistication. I went back and listened 
to and read along to Keepin ’ It Real , and 
not to speak ill of Keepin ’ It Real , but that 
sophistication wasn’t evident there. 

Daniel: The title of the song, “Tacobell’s 
Cannon” rings a bell? 

Todd: [laughs] Right. I really appreciated that 
people who are sticking around in punk rock 
for a long time are coming to—I think—much 
healthier and much more nuanced responses 
to very important topics. It helps me. 

Harry: That kind of ties into what you were 
talking about with your grandmother. Your 
grandmother has all of these beliefs and she 
goes to church and everything and she has a 
certain belief in what’s going to happen after 
she dies and everything. The people who 
are Christians who believe in heaven and 
everything like that and are very vocal about 
it are the ones you hear about more often. 
The people who just appreciate it and can 


use it in their lives, they keep to themselves 
because they have no reason to shout it in 
other people’s faces. That’s at least where I 
stand on it. I’m not here to convert anyone 
to not go to church. I am here to maybe 
point out that belief in heaven is a belief. 
People sometimes misconstrue that idea into 
thinking that it’s not a belief. That it’s a fact. 
You can’t really get them to let that go. 
Grady: Basically, it comes down to—you 
have a common idea of what’s good or what’s 
right in the world and, really, your construct 
of religion or belief doesn’t really matter, as 
long as you’re on the same page of, “I love 
everybody. Let’s not kill one another.” 

Todd: A lot of times, the religion’s 
fundamentals are sound. “Yeah, I’m not 
going to fuck my neighbor’s wife. I’m not 
going to kill somebody. I’m not going to steal 
your shit.” Okay, I can dig that. Fine. 

Cole: That just didn’t occur to some 
Christians That these weren’t ideas exclusive 
to them. 

Harry: But, I think at the same time, people 
involved in punk rock sometimes take that 
type of stance. Jeff Ott or somebody. It’s real 
easy to get stuck on when you’re seventeen, 
sixteen and you hear your first Crass record. 
“That’s it. Down with all this shit. The rest 
of it’s fuckin’ bullshit.” Then you realize as 
you get older that not everyone signed the 
contract that you did. 

Daniel: You ought to be more flexible in your 
beliefs and still have the same type of caring 
and challenging of the system that we have to 
deal with, but, especially to push it towards 
the more equitable world we want to live in. 
But in order to get to that, you’ve got to be 
more flexible. You can’t just say, “Fuck you 
guys. I hate chicken wings,” you know? 
Cole: You also might be able to get your 
point across a lot better to people if you’re not 
aggressively pointing the finger at them by 
building friendships with people who aren’t 
punk or do have a different belief system 
than you. Maybe get your point across a little 
better and maybe show them that morality 
and religion don’t have to be one in the same. 
You can have morality without religion. 
Grady: I was talking to a friend whose family 
is from Thailand. She was telling me about how 
basically she had to deal with Buddhism being 
shoved down her throat and all these moral 
constraints she has to deal with. That, to me, 
was one of the most revealing, mind-blowing 
things. Buddhism has always been this amazing 
religion that makes so much sense. 

Daniel: On a pedestal to us. 

Todd: It also seems very benign. 

Grady: But to hear it being shoved down 
somebody’s throat. That sounds like the 
bullshit I grew up around. I can see how 
you could grow up Buddhist or Muslim 
and thinking, “Oh, Christianity’s amazing.” 
We’re in a society, unfortunately, with lots of 
hatred and homophobia and shit like that that 
is justified by religion. 

Cole: And then also encountering those same 
sorts of attitudes in the punk scene. People 
try to shove ideals down your throat. 

Daniel: I think all of us are vegetarian at the 





moment. Some of us have gone back and 
forth between vegan and vegetarian and fish 
and meat for years and years. That’s because 
we feel like it. People convinced us of the 
benefits. We really have examined and try to 
deal with our lives on a personal basis. And, 
hopefully, that kind of example—or whatever 
we feel we’ve come to as a solid footing—it 
can allow us to have real conversations 
without being dogmatic. 

Grady: I guess when I was seventeen or 
so, I became a vegetarian because of Crass 
and the book Animal Liberation by Peter 
Singer and Rudimentary Peni. That was my 
inspiration to do that. I was truly convicted 
with that type of stuff. And my Mom, who I 
am very close to, she’s very Southern. Deep 
South Georgia. I was fortunate to be raised 
on really good food, but it was kinda meat- 
based. She was very resistant to the fact that 
I wasn’t eating meat and took it as kind of 
a slight sometimes when I would refuse to 
eat something she made and stuff like that. 
And then came an amazing moment, because 
my Mom is also really introspective and 
intelligent. She became a vegetarian and 
has been for a long time now. Six or seven 
years. I remember one day. I was traveling 
a lot at the time. I came home borderline 


crusty’d out. I just remember my Mom being 
like, “You know what? You’re right. I just 
started thinking about it and I love animals. 
Why would I unnecessarily kill an animal, to 
provide myself nutrition that I can get from 
other means?” It was amazing. I never set out 
to do that. I love my Mom. 

Todd: If you would have slapped the ribs 
out of her hand, it wouldn’t have worked. 
Going slightly off on a tangent. Your song 
“Paradigm.” It states, “Okay, I understand 
that these oil companies are awful, but I still 
want to go on tour. And as far as I know, punk 
rockers haven’t taken over an oil field, so I’m 
going to still have to put gas in my vehicle 
to visit my friends outside of the radius of 
where my bicycle can go.” On a personal 
level, I understand I’m going to kill some 
trees to put out a zine and I’m okay with that 
because the end result of making a network of 
people and trying to set up these tiny, fragile 
bubbles of like-minded people or people you 
can have meaningful conversations with, 
really outweigh those other things. 

Daniel: It’s totally important because we’re 
not going to individually stop the world. “You 
know, you’re doing it wrong. Why don’t you 
change it?” But, collectively, we can at least 
have relevant conversations. You’re right. 


Books and paper products. I need them. 
Todd: This may sound weird, but with 
dogmatic idealism, a lot of people either 
become completely burned out or, at the end, 
become very, very isolated from everybody 
else. The biggest thing is that they can’t share 
because they have everything parceled out. 
So if you don’t fit into that, you’re of no use 
to them. 

Daniel: How do you get new music? Where 
do the Beatles go? 

Todd: What would be one book that you 
loaned out that you never got back and you’re 
still pissed about it? 

Cole: I’d just like to read it again. I believe 
I have a copy of Our Band Could Be Your 
Life that is maybe sitting in your parents’ 
[Daniel’s] attic. 

Daniel: I never read that, anyway. 

Harry: Out comes ADD/C’s dirty laundry. 
Cole: But I’m not that pissed because I read 
it and everybody else did. There might be 
another one I can think of. 

Harry: I never loan out books. One story I’ll 
probably go back to for the rest of my life is 
Bartleby the Scrivener by Herman Melville. 
Daniel: A book I consistently loaned out and 
never expect to get back is The Dispossessed 
by Ursula K. Le Guin. Thoroughly enjoyable 
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Harry: The more bullshit you sow, 
the more bullshit you reap and it’s 
way easier to be nice and courteous 
to people than it is be an asshole. 


book and it really does speak to the differences 
in mindset that we have. People who are like, 
“I don’t want to kill people.” And others are 
like, “I want to kill you.” That oversimplifies 
the plot. I’ve loaned that book out and bought 
it and loaned that book out and bought it. I 
want to disseminate that one, for sure. 
Very influential. 

Grady: For me it’s Portrait of the Artist as a 
Young Dog by Dylan Thomas. I have a very 
dear copy that my Latin professor gave me. 
Cole: This book is actually upstairs. 


Grady: Really? 

Cole: He gave it to me for safe keeping. 
Grady: Really? I thought I loaned it to Billy 
and he never gave it back to me. I love that 
book so much anyway and a very good friend 
of mine gave it to me. 

Cole: I have it. 

Grady: Oh my god, I’m so stoked. You 
should read that fuckin’ book. It’s amazing. 
Everybody should read it. 

Cole: And I guess I’m not really pissed about 
Our Band Could Be Your Life. I can read that 


again, easily. Daniel can have anything in 
this house. 

Todd: I love books. 

Daniel: As a writer, you probably should. 
Todd: You’d be surprised by how many 
writers aren’t voracious readers. 

Daniel: Cole and Grady are the most educated 
fuckin’ people in the world when it comes to 
music. And I’m like, “Wait. Is that The Who 
or The Guess Who?” 

Todd: And Cole, I believe, is a big Haruki 
Murakami fan, too. 

Cole: I do like Murakami. 

Todd: Murakami’s awesome. I just finished 
Kafka on the Shore and really enjoyed it. 
Daniel: My beautiful lady-friend, Natasha, is 
reading that right now. 

Todd: So, everybody would have one of these. 
What was the worst day, ever, at work? 

Cole: I remember when I was a pizza cook at 
a pizza place downtown that I worked at. We 
had just recently opened. It was a new pizza 
place. It was a weekend night. I had a yellow 
jacket infestation in my bedroom. I would 
often crawl under my covers. Get stung on the 
belly. Get stung in the shower. Right before 
leaving to work one day, I picked something 
off my desk and I got stung on the tip of my 
pointer finger. Ride to work. Have to work a 
pizza rush, topping dough on a Friday night. 
Getting slammed with a totally disorganized, 
new restaurant with my hand swollen. 
Grady: For me, I was really young. I was 
working at Pisa Pizza. Same place. Cole 
and I worked there. Cole and I still work 
together. We work at a different pizza place. 
We worked there together for a long time. 
Basically, I used to party before work quite 
a bit and one day, I tipped over the line. Did 
three or four too many bong rips of hash. It 
was a two thousand dollar in sales Friday 
night. I was not doing a very good job. 

Cole: We had a very cool, understanding 
boss who used to play in bands and stuff, 
and still does to an extent. We felt like we 
could confide in him. I remember one time 
telling him, “I stayed up all night drinking 
Night Train. Got crazy.” Then having to 
leave for five minutes from the pizza line to 
go to the bathroom. 

Grady: Cole and mine’s worst shifts at that 
place were with borderline alcohol poisoning. 
That’s the only place I’ve been sent home 
from work because I was too fucking 
hungover to do work... at a pizza place. 
Cole: It was bad. I would also have to say 
anytime you have to go to work, the day after 
you’ve gotten your heart broken. 

Grady: That’s some gnarly shit. 

Daniel: My worst work day was when I 
accepted a position as a manager at the 
Whole Food-ish, yuppie-assed grocery story. 
There was a compounding amount of terrible 
days after that. The lady who was the store 
manager was like, “Okay, you want to be a 
manager? They’ll pay you a lot of money.” 
“Totally!” She’s like, “Do you have a phone?” 
And that’s when I broke and got a cell phone. 
That cell phone never stopped ringing. There 
was like twenty people in the department and 
all of them were sick. Lame. I worked more 




in my life at that job than ever, for sure. 
Grady: By the way, Cole and mine’s 
nickname for Daniel in this phase was 
“Captain Deli Dick.” 

Cole: He was the deli manager. 

Daniel: I totally didn’t know that. 

Cole: Generally unhappy and sleep deprived. 
Grady Dude, that was a writer’s block 
phase, too. 

Todd: Cell phone abuse is like a mind taser. 
They want that electronic leash for you to 
drop everything at any given time. 

Daniel: I think you’re on the right track 
not having one. That was my breaking 
point, for sure. 

Todd: I understand if you’re a band and are 
going on tour or if you don’t have a landline. 
To each their own. But if I don’t have to, and, 
literally, go on a bike ride or go do something, 
I have an unbroken train of thought, which 
I still very much enjoy. I can sit and think 
about something. My day’s chopped up. I 
spend a lot of time on the computer doing 
stuff. That’s work. That’s not enjoyable to 
me. “Oh, I’m going to sit and read a book 
or I’m going to do something all the way 
through.” That’s fun for me. 

Daniel: We have a song called “Bubbling 
Cauldron of Spirits.” The third line in is 
“Every day I see a cell phone / Every day 
I want to knock over a tower.” And every 
time I sang that song, I felt a little bit of 
righteousness. Now every time I sing it, I’m 
like, “Am I sweating through my pants? Is 
my phone going to be okay?” 

Grady: Two things about cell phones—we 
are a bunch of verbose folks, by the way—I 
was so anti-cell phone for so many years and 
I happened to get one because it was cheaper, 
and I honestly have to say that I’ve found it 
quite liberating because I don’t necessarily have 
to have it on, for one thing. Then just having 
a phone whereever. I remember the first time 
I was waiting for somebody to call me about 
something, and I was like, “Holy shit. I can go 
to the coffee shop and get the call. I don’t have 
to be home, waiting for the phone to ring.” 
Todd: Granted. 

Grady: Blew my mind. 

Daniel: It’s a dependency that we’re all 
getting used to that may not last forever, or if 
it does last forever, it’s going to evolve into 
something that none of us signed up for. 
Grady: Touring back in the Book Your Own 
Fucking Life payphone days—it ruled, but it 
was difficult. Being dependant on pay phones 
to hook up with people; you’re in Shreveport, 
Louisiana. “I’m at the damn Circle K.” 

Todd: What’s the most absurd food product 
you’ve seen lately? 

Cole: Oh, right. This is in reference to 
“Science Fiction.” 

Todd: The direct quote is, “Single serving 
pickles in a plastic bag.” 

Daniel: Which is pretty much high on the list. 
Cole: Waffle batter in a spray can. That was 
at Whole Foods. 

Daniel: The alcoholic whipped cream: 
Whipahol. 

Grady: Doing a whippet off of the 
Whipahol... don’t ever do that. Are you 


looking at us for life opinions? 

Cole: Two nights ago, I saw this guy Troy 
from Cincinnati, Ohio drink a dollar bill. 
Terry Johnson from Pipebomb and Will 
Staler from Landlord and Defiance, Ohio 
opened up a speakeasy. Will traveled to our 
show in Cincinnati to do it again when we 
were just on tour. They had the drink called 
the Mazel Tov cocktail. Grape Manischewitz 
and 151 and then they’d light it on fire and 
the person would blow it out and shoot it. 
They were having trouble getting them lit, so 
we were helping them and we used a dollar 
bill to finally get one lit. 

Grady: I remember we were sitting in a bar 
in Bloomington and Terry was making a list 
for what they needed in the bar. I was like, 
“Matches?” [laughter] 

Cole: They could never get the shot to light. 
They would have to keep pouring on more 
and more 151 into the Manischewitz. 

Daniel: Fucking disgusting. 

Cole: Then the dollar bill got burned and 
soaked inside of that. 

Grady: I couldn’t even watch somebody 
drink one in Cincinnati. After the show, I had 
to turn away. 

Daniel: So Troy took his 151-doused 
dollar bill and let it bum awhile in a cup. 
The residue was soaked in other bullshit, 
probably Manischewitz, and he just tipped it 
down and put the rest of it on the fridge. Half 
of a dollar bill in the refrigerator. The other 
half is in his gut. 

Cole: We’ve seen video of Paula Deen 
cooking a cheeseburger, puts an egg on it, 
and uses two doughnuts for the bun. 

Todd: One last question. More of a 
philosophical one. You can take it any way 
you want. What are you still fighting for? 
Daniel: Well, at the moment, I am working 
towards an education degree in science 
and I feel like that will give me the ability 
to communicate to the kids to have some 
critical thinking skills in order to be able 
to approach all of the bullshit that’s thrown 
at them their entire lives with a little more 
skill and adeptness. That’s my hopes, lately, 
to give up on my own ability to change the 
world and push it on to other people. 

Todd: You’ve touched on something near 
and dear to my heart. The whole idea of 
critical thinking. The methods of control are 
becoming more and more sophisticated and 
quicker. The biggest thing to do is to be able 
to process that information. 

Cole: Strive for that, but realize every day 
that you don’t have all the answers and 
you’re never going to figure it out. And to 
keep learning and keep questioning, even 
your own beliefs. 

Todd: Absolutely. 

Cole You’ve never got it figured out. For the 
rest of your life, try. 

Daniel: It’s not a fight, necessarily, but 
it is a philosophy with which we hope to 
communicate to other people. 

Cole: You have to keep reminding yourself. 
Todd: It’s definitely an on-going process. 
Dovetailed into that—a good way to go about 
it is not being an asshole about it, so when 


you do fuck up, other people are gracious to 
you, too. 

Harry: “The Golden Rule” is an excellent 
thing to know, children. The more bullshit 
you sow, the more bullshit you reap and it’s 
way easier to be nice and courteous to people 
than it is be an asshole. A lot of people are 
conditioned to be assholes from the day 
they’re bom and it takes a jolt of some sort or 
another to get them out of that pattern. I feel 
like it’s a really nice jolt to get. 

Todd: In Los Angeles, that’s put to the test a 
lot. I had some people over today—five or six 
people hanging out in the Razorcake bunker. 
Los Angeles and the outlaying area is fifteen, 
sixteen million people. I’m suspecting there’s 
about two hundred people who I think are high- 
quality, really awesome people who like punk 
rock music that I can have a good conversation 
with about punk rock. That’s a really low 
average. The point is that I do know two 
hundred awesome people around us and they’re 
willing to put time in and do things that we 
both think are valuable. And I feel comfortable 
walking into any place and not thinking, “Oh, 
I’m going to fight somebody,” or “I just shit- 
talked someone on the internet.” 

Grady: I was going to say, for me, it was 
actually stated in a more concrete way that 
I had never thought about it in this book I 
read about the U.K. anarchist punk scene in 
the early ‘80s. Basically, Rob Miller, bass 
player from the Amebix, was talking about 
how he felt the punk community—and 
especially the anarchist community—really 
came down to individuals who are living 
lives that exemplified whatever they thought 
was tme and just and how you should be. 
He was saying that people who were down 
or who were inspiring him were just living 
these lives that weren’t preachy at all, but 
examples of if you feel you can be the best 
person possible. 

Todd: Absolutely. That’s very powerful. 
Grady: To be the best person you can be. 
You fuck up some times—and not beating 
yourself up over that kind of shit—that’s 
really important to me. For me, my entire life 
is a personal struggle being someone I can be 
proud to be. 

Todd: Not to disparage anyone who’s 
younger—sixteen, seventeen, eighteen—but 
to come to this conclusion years down the 
road, after being hit in the mouth by life 
many times and been disparaged many times 
is a bit tougher. The status quo becomes 
much more ossified when we get older and 
other factors come into play. 

Cole: Onthatpoint, staying in your hometown 
and making something happen there instead 
of going somewhere else where it’s already 
been done. 
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T ucked away in New Zealand, Andrew Tolley's 
Perpetrator label has released some amazing 
records, tapping into the thriving Montreal 
(Demon's Claws and Skip Jensen) and Memphis scenes 
(Knaughty Knights and Jeffrey Novak). Tolley is also 
incredibly busy with his own groups: the Bloody Souls, 
the Don Kings, Smokin' Daggers, and Hot Grease. Plus, 
he's got a whole back story that could fill a book. 

Andrew has paid his dues. He was the singer and 
guitarist for noisy Wellington two-piece the Hasselhoff 
Experiment. Formed in 1998, the band released three 
full-length albums on Flying Nun. Although the 
Hasselhoff Experiment hasn't been very active since 
2002, the group has played several reunion shows 
over the years. 


Tolley has also put out several New Zealand 
acts through a second label, Kato (roster includes 
Tapeman, Knife Fight, and Rainy Days). In addition 
to running Kato in the '90s, Andrew was ahead of 
the curve, distributing Crypt and Norton albums 
throughout New Zealand. 

Putting his indefatigable enthusiasm for rock'n'roll 
aside, Tolley is one of the straightest shooters I've 
come across in years. Rock'n'roll isn't known for its 
long list of saints. It's often the Svengalis and shady 
characters who steal the show. Certainly not known 
for self-promotion, Andrew has worked in a near 
vacuum for more than a decade. If anything, this 
interview was long overdue. 
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Ryan: Can you tell me about growing up in Wellington, New Zealand? 
Andrew: I came up in something of a vacuum and I was sort of a late 
starter with music. When I began university, I made some friends and 
we’d go out to see gigs. I’d see two or three shows each weekend. 
I saw a lot of Flying Nun bands. I saw S.P.U.D. when the members 
were all in their late teens—before they had signed to Flying Nun. 
Lots of good things were happening at the time. I was a mailorder 
kid. Also, on school holidays, I’d work at the library. I’d read NME. I 
found out about The Cramps through imported magazines. I borrowed 
a lot of records from the Wellington Public Library. I learned a lot 
about Detroit music through the library. 

Ryan: Literal vinyl LPs? 

Andrew: Yes. They had a huge vinyl collection. Great garage stuff 
like the Count Five. They had a lot of titles from the Demon Records 
catalogue, which Edsel Records fell under. They released a lot of 
reissues—the U.K. Birds and The Standells. 

That was kind of my musical education. I also 
picked up on a lot of Aussie stuff: The Saints, 

Radio Birdman and Feedtime. 

When I was twenty, I went over to London 
and bought a ton of records and went to some 
gigs. I learned a lot about music there. The 
selection of albums was incredible. I also 
liked a lot of the Los Angeles stuff; bands 
associated with the Paisley Underground. I 
was a fan of The Dream Syndicate. 

Ryan: A lot of effort went into finding those 
records. You were living in Wellington in a 
pre-Internet time. 

Andrew: That’s true. I also had a job 
working at a secondhand record store, Solid 
Air Records. I learned about The Only Ones 
through people bringing records in to sell. I 
also met people in bands who came in through 
the store. Later on, I started working at Jayrem 
Records and picked up on some music through 
working there. 

Ryan: When did you start playing guitar? 

Andrew: My sister gave me my first guitar 
on my twenty-first birthday. I was also given 
a Gunn amp—a New Zealand-based amp 


Bloody Souls 


manufacturer—that was on its last leg. I smoked it a couple of times 
playing it in my room. I wasn’t that great of a guitarist so I switched 
to bass and started jamming with some guys I met through university. 
We were pretty horrible, played one proper gig, and then sort of faded 
away. I played bass in a psychedelic-influenced group next. That 
experience was confusing. 

I took piano lessons when I was young and had sung in the church 
choir for three years, so I knew a small amount of music theory. But 
the guys I was playing with didn’t know where the notes were on their 
instruments. Songs would change and end at random times. That was 
a learning process for me. I began watching what other people were 
doing and being aware of where they were at in songs. We did about 
one gig as well. 

Ryan: Can you tell me about Jawload? 

Andrew: That was the next band I played in and really the first proper 







one. I was meeting more people who had played in groups before, 
which really helped in terms of getting Jawload off of the ground. 
The drummer was in a band called This Will Kill That, which I had 
seen. We were influenced by Touch and Go Records bands like Big 
Black and the Jesus Lizard. We just jammed bass and drums in the 
beginning. But then we got a better rhythm section in, so the original 
drummer and I made the switch to guitar. In the end, Jawload was just 
a bunch of rhythm section guys playing together. 

Because we came from different social groupings, when we started 
playing gigs we had a really good draw. We supported a lot of Auckland 
bands who came down to Wellington. We played a Shihad show. That 
was really big. We also did a Head Like A Hole tour, playing sixteen 
dates around the country. 

Ryan: You started Kato Records in order to release Jawload 
material, right? 

Andrew: Yeah. When I was working for Jayrem, a Swedish guy 
named Soren Lundberg came in and bought the distribution side of 
Jayrem, while Jim Moss still ran the label. Soren knew his stuff. He 
was distributing titles by Alternative Tentacles, Sympathy For The 
Record Industry, and Rhino, as well as blues labels like JSP and 
Arhoolie. After working with these guys for a few years, I decided to 
try releasing records myself. That’s when Kato came about. 

From 1995 to 1999, I put out about nine or ten singles. I wasn’t the 
best businessman. I actually sold quite a few records. It looked great 
on paper, but I got screwed over by some record stores. I was the 
last on the list to get paid. I had to put money towards new records 
I wanted to release and I was also distributing Crypt Records, so I 
needed money to buy albums off of them. My cash flow became low. 
Consequently, the label and distro ground down. I didn’t kill it because 
I still had a lot of titles to sell. During that slow period, I moved to 
Auckland from Wellington and found myself a better job. I had a little 
bit more money so I started reanimating Kato in 2003. 

Initially, I ran Kato with the intentions of releasing New Zealand 
records for sale domestically and to trade titles with overseas labels. 
That way I could get our music out and import foreign records. 
Unfortunately, that didn’t work out so well. People didn’t know much 


about New Zealand music, and if they did they were often hesitant to 
accept titles that didn’t have a Flying Nun feel to them. I then came up 
with a new concept: Perpetrator Records. 

Perpetrator started right when Myspace was taking off. You could 
find out about a ton of bands through Myspace and some of the other 
internet sites springing up. People weren’t releasing a lot of great 
music. So I thought, “A lot of these guys I’m in contact with now 
have some amazing, unreleased songs and something of a name. If I 
can release a single or two, that’ll put me on the map and I’ll be able 
to trade records so much more easily.” So I reworked the game plan. 
In the end, Perpetrator worked a hell of a lot better than Kato. 

The first ten releases on Perpetrator, with the exception of a couple of 
titles, sold out and it put me on the map. I made a lot of great European 
and American contacts—people I still trade with today. I’m at a point 
now where I have to take a step back and figure out what I can handle. 
I have to be realistic and not bite off more than I can chew. I still have 
to hold down the day job. 

Ryan: Even at the beginning of Perpetrator, you were really 
perceptive. You tapped into the Montreal scene, releasing a Sunday 
Sinners 7” and the first or second Demon’s Claws 7”. You also 
pressed up some great records by Memphis acts, like The Knaughty 
Knights and Jeff Novak. 

Andrew: I picked up some clues from a number of European labels. In 
the early 2000s, they seemed to be more on the pulse of the American 
market. Italian labels with crazy names like Solid Sex Lovie Doll and 
Goodbye Boozy were picking up on great American bands that had 
yet to even tour. As far as I know, the first Lost Sounds 7” came out 
on Solid Sex Lovie Doll. I couldn’t believe that an Italian label had 
picked up on that before an American one. I’m not quite sure how 
this window of opportunity for the smaller labels developed. Maybe 
their American counterparts were busy working on other projects and 
already had a full roster. You’d probably know more about it than me. 
The state of the American economy might have had something to do 
with it as well. 

Ryan: Those smaller labels were likely responsible for a few bands 
landing on In The Red. 
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Andrew: Yeah. It seems there has been a little bit of a decline with the 
European labels. A lot more has been happening in the States. HoZac 
is totally on the money as far as what’s happening in their immediate 
area. In The Red has been picking up on the newer wave of bands. 
Ryan: Certified PR and Trouble In Mind have been putting out some 
great 7”s. 

Andrew: They have been releasing amazing stuff. Douchemaster, 
FDH, Rob’s House, Tic Tac Totally, and Dirtnap are as well. There’s 
been a lot more activity lately with indies. With some exceptions, like 
In The Red, a lot of these labels weren’t really on the map five or six 
years ago. I probably benefited a little from that gap. There are still so 
many good bands out there. If you’re willing to suss things out, you’ll 
find them. Still, a lot of labels tend to focus on a certain genre. In The 
Red is a little broader. 

Ryan: That seems to happen organically. Like how you released a 
Demon’s Claws 7” and then a Skip Jensen one. There are only one or 
two degrees of separation between bands in a lot of scenes. 

Andrew: That’s true. What amazes me about the Montreal scene is 
that, with the possible exception of King Khan and BBQ, so much of 
that material hasn’t been released yet. I’m sure all of those guys have 
entire albums in the can somewhere. The only person who seems to 
be playing it really well is Roy Vucino of Red Mass, formerly of CPC 
Gangbangs. Roy seems to know how to network really well. He’s 
had singles on HoZac and numerous other labels. He releases albums 
himself or goes across the border to American labels. He releases 45s 
with European labels. 

Ryan: You’ve worked with a lot of musicians you’ve never met in 
person. What are some of the pros and cons you’ve encountered? 
Andrew: Running an overseas record label has its benefits. You’re 
not part of the cultural context for one thing. Some bands don’t get 
along with other bands in their scene. They might both be great, but if 
you’re in their neck of the woods, there’s a good chance you’d receive 
grief for having both of them on your label. I know that can happen 
through running Kato Records. Bands in my own backyard cannot get 
along. With Perpetrator, that’s not a problem. 

I don’t mean to toot my own horn, but I’ve developed a little bit of 
an internet sixth sense. You can figure out when someone’s genuinely 
interested in releasing material by the language they use in their e- 
mails and how communicative they are. You can sort out almost 
immediately whether they’re worth dealing with or not. Honestly, all 
of the people I’ve worked with on Perpetrator are 
great guys. 

Ryan: It’s interesting how these labels out of 
Europe and the British Commonwealth countries 
were releasing some of the best records by American 
bands, simply by taking chances. No one else 
was really putting out their stuff. For instance, 



John Wesley Coleman of the Golden Boys has been receiving a lot of 
recognition lately, yet the first Golden Boys LP came out on Perpetrator. 
Andrew: Along those lines—the Golden Boys LP that I released on 
vinyl {Scorpion Stomp #2) was released on CD by Hook Or Crook. 
On Hook Or Crook’s website, they posted a Byron Coley review. 
Coley liked the record but wondered why the LP came out on a New 
Zealand label. It didn’t make me sound all that good. 

Ryan: Like you were running a second-class label. 

Andrew: Yeah. It should be me saying, “Why didn’t this come out 
on an American label?” Jeffrey Novak with his one-man band is 
another example. All of his records came out overseas. Yakisakana: 
French. Fistful of Dollars: Dutch. Perpetrator: New Zealand. P. Trash: 
Germany. People in the States were bitching because they couldn’t get 
his records. And when they would come in, they’d be too expensive. 
Jeffrey would tour and he’d run out of 7”s that the label had given 
him. That type of situation happening more and more might have 
subconsciously inspired some U.S. labels to form. 

I’d sometimes get disappointed. I’d release something early on by 
one of these bands and they’d later sign to In The Red or another 
U.S. label. I found myself never really getting mentioned for my early 
work. Although the bands did the artwork and paid for the recordings, 
I did help facilitate the process. 

Ryan: The overseas labels who laid the foundation would get 
glossed over. 

Andrew: That’s what it felt like. I only did three hundred copies 
of those early records and maybe they didn’t reach too many 
people. It’s not like you want the kudos, but it goes back to the 
Americentric thing. 

Ryan: In terms of getting records pressed, what hardships have you 
faced running a New Zealand-based label? It’s such a small country 
and geographically pretty isolated. 

Andrew: When I was busy with Kato, I had to get my records pressed 
in Melbourne, Australia by a place called Corduroy. You couldn’t get 
records pressed in New Zealand. Early Perpetrator, I’d deal with a 
plant in the Czech Republic (GZ Digital Media). Their prices were so 
good, especially on freighting. They must have had a great hookup. In 
the beginning, the person I was dealing with would send test presses 
through and he wouldn’t declare them for much. They must have 
hired someone else, because everything was suddenly done by the 
books. They’d have an invoice with all the production costs on it. 














So for three test press recordings, customs would charge 
me NZ$200. Clearly that wasn’t going to work anymore. 

It’s funny because you’d call these people up and all of 
a sudden they couldn’t speak English. They spoke great 
English earlier when everything was going well. 

Corduroy sort of died on the vine. But then a new pressing 
plant called Vinyl Factory opened up in Sydney. They’ve 
been in business for about five years. They have to send 
the recordings to London to get the masters made. Then 
the masters are sent to Sydney to get pressed by Vinyl 
Factory. So there’s something of a wait. You’re kind of at 
the mercy of the London plant. But Vinyl Factory is pretty 
good and the people who work there speak English. It is 
more expensive to do business in Australia than Eastern 
Europe, but you don’t get hit so hard by customs fees. The 
Australians declare things at a price that works for you. 

As you know, running a label is an expensive business. People in 
bands who are keen on pressing records will occasionally ask me for 
advice on how they can go about pressing their own 45s. When I tell 
them how much it’ll cost them, they often go with CD-Rs. [laughs] 
Ryan: Jumping back to your own bands: You released the Hasselhoff 
Experiment’s records through Kato, but signed to Flying Nun in 1998 
for CD distribution. Can you talk a little about the cultural impact of 
Flying Nun and the state of the label when you joined up? 

Andrew: I have to give credit to our manager, Angela Means. 
Her boyfriend was Brendan Moran, the drummer of Hasselhoff 
Experiment. Angela ended up working for Flying Nun. So it’s not 
all that surprising that we signed to the label. Nevertheless, if I try 
to look at it objectively, it’s not as if we were a million miles away 
from the label’s aesthetic. But I don’t think we sat that comfortably 
amongst the old guard: the Clean, the Bats, the Chills, the Verlaines. 
Ryan: You shared a similar ethos. 

Andrew: Yes. But I remember we played a support slot for the Clean 
at the Kings Arms in Auckland. The venue was packed. However, 
the audience was there for the Clean. They didn’t run away when we 
played, but they left a huge semicircle in front of the stage. 

The closest Flying Nun band we had a connection with was Solid 
Gold Hell. Matthew Heine, the guitarist of the group, engineered 
half of our second album, Always Outnumbered, Always Outgunned 
(1999). He understood where we were coming from. I saw the 
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Hasselhoff Experiment as sort of operating in a vacuum. 

Ryan: Your influences were pretty esoteric, too. You were really 
into Bantam Rooster. (Behind the Flat Duo Jets, The Bassholes and 
Bantam Rooster were two of the earliest lo-fi, two-piece garage 
bands. Both groups formed in the early ‘90s.) 

Andrew: That was attributable to listening to the Norton and Crypt 
records I was importing. Hearing the Bassholes for the first time left 
an impression on me. 

The Hasselhoff Experiment evolved out of a band called Sourpuss. 
We got our name from an Axel Grinders song. We did a bunch of 
covers. We were slimy and grungy. As the band was getting off of 
the ground, I was going through a rough patch. I was worn out and 
didn’t want to play in Sourpuss any longer. The other guys in the 
band were pissed off. They couldn’t understand why I was throwing 
away all the work we had invested. I left the group for six months. I 
then talked with Brendan again, who had drummed for Sourpuss. I 
asked him if he wanted to do a two-piece band. That was the Bantam 
Rooster influence coming through in Hasselhoff Experiment. 

I couldn’t play guitar like Tom Potter. I wasn’t that good, but 
Brendan was a great drummer. He wasn’t just keeping the beat, he 
was putting on a lot of accents. He was the counter riff to my main 
riff. We built up a strong chemistry. There weren’t very many two- 
piece bands before us in New Zealand. There are some now. Prior 
to the Hasselhoff Experiment, the only two piece around was the 
Tall Dwarfs. And we didn’t have much in common with them. They 
were two guitarists and maybe a drum machine. The Chris Knox 
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aesthetic might have influenced our band, though. We kept it simple 
and believed that we could do it. Like the Tall Dwarfs, we could pack 
all of our gear into a hatchback and play wherever we wanted to. 

I don’t know whether we introduced a new lo-fi, trash aesthetic to 
general New Zealand. But we certainly presented something slightly 
different to the New Zealand landscape. I highly doubt we could’ve 
brought anything new to America. Brendan and Angela wanted to 
go to America, but there were plenty of bands doing similar things 
there. We couldn’t have done anything better than what the Hospitals, 
the Coachwhips, the Flat Duo Jets, or the Bassholes were doing. We 
probably would’ve been perceived as a poor version of these groups. 
Maybe we could’ve presented something New Zealand-inspired, 
coming through our filters. I’ve never seen any of those bands play 
live, so I can’t really say. 

Roger Shepherd had left Flying Nun when we joined the label in 1998. 
The second-generation Flying Nun bands were pretty successful, 
groups like the Straightjacket Fits. 

Ryan: The Chills had taken over for the Clean in regards to being the 
label’s big act. 

Andrew: The Chills were very successful. It seemed like the beast 
grew larger than the management over at Flying Nun. 

That original way of running Flying Nun had faded. The label used 
to record bands on a 4-track and then get the recordings pressed the 
next month. They’d take the finished albums and sell them to stores 
on Queen Street in Auckland and the main streets in Christchurch 
and Wellington. Flying Nun was a cottage industry in the early days. 
It was really charming. The Clean’s Boodle, Boodle, Boodle was 
recorded and distributed in that fashion and ended up breaking the 
New Zealand Top 20 chart. It was part of a brave new frontier. Later 
on, things started becoming a bit slicker. Bands were recording in 
relatively flashy Auckland studios. The whole template had changed 
for Flying Nun by the late ‘80s and early ‘90s. 

Flying Nun was being distributed by a major label (Australian major 
label, Festival) when we joined up. There were all these hookups 
and politics of where you stood in terms of getting your record 
pressed. Flying Nun’s albums might not get pressed up for weeks 
because Kylie Minogue needed her then-recent album repressed. That 
might’ve taken precedence over a King Loser album. It was a weird 
time. Flying Nun was no longer an independent operation. There were 
a number of people running the ship. The two people closest to the 
original Flying Nun aesthetic at the label in the ’90s were Lesley Paris 
and Paul McKessar. 

Around the time they left, Flying Nun got absorbed by Festival. 
Not taking anything away from those involved, but the new people 
at the label were further removed from the source and inspiration of 
the early days. Bands like Garageland, PanAm and The D4 (not the 
Minneapolis band)—they definitely had a lot of crossover potential 
and were signed. The Hasselhoff Experiment sort of fell between the 
cracks. We were from Wellington as well, and Wellington wasn’t 
really a Flying Nun town. People from Wellington 
love Flying Nun. However, not many bands 
from the town got signed by the label. In 
fact, it was only when we moved up north to 
Auckland that we got signed to Flying Nun, 
largely through Angela’s connections. 

Ryan: You jokingly refer to your time on Flying 
Nun (1998 to 2002) as your brief brush with 
success. You were also winning bNet awards 
(awards handed out by New Zealand’s college 
radio station network). What did you walk away 
with from that experience? 

Andrew: First, Brendan and I had to decide whether 
or not we should even try to play the game. We were 
on a major label and not doing things independently 
anymore. We thought we were too abrasive for radio, 
but then we got played on Radio Hauraki. We promptly 
blew their speakers out and walked out of the station 
with our tails between our legs. We played on TV. That 
actually helped us heaps. The shows we played on were 
actually reasonably receptive to what we were doing, and 
it did get our music out to a lot of people. We played on 
Mikey Havoc’s MTV show. That was awesome. 


The second and third Hasselhoff Experiment records were recorded 
when we were signed to Flying Nun. They gave us money to record. 
So we decided to play the game. We went into Auckland studios and 
paid for engineers, but then it was like, “Realistically, how many 
records do you expect us to sell?” We knew we weren’t going to 
make the money back that they gave us. We’re still effectively paying 
Flying Nun back ten years later. I get a statement every six months. It 
reads, “You have made three dollars. Your three dollars went to your 
$10,000 bill that went into recording your third album. You now owe 
us $9,370.” [laughs] 

We didn’t really think it all the way through. We thought we’d take 
it where we could and maybe get some publishing deals worked out. 
That’s the way you make money now—not through live shows or 
record sales, but through soundtracks and commercials. One of our 
songs got used in a commercial by a New Zealand clothing store. It 
was just a guitar riff from a song called “Shooting the Shit” off of 
our first album. It had a catchy, boogie riff. We recorded that record 
live and I kind of fucked it up. So here they are, using a riff that I 
fucked up on and it’s on New Zealand national television. The caddy 
for Tiger Woods is a New Zealand guy. He was in the commercial, so 
it was kind of a higher profile commercial. I’d cringe when I’d see it. 
The guitar was so out of tune! 

You do lose a bit of control when you sign to a major. We actually owe 
that money to Festival Records, not Flying Nun. You have to play the 
game and do interviews with people who might not get what you’re 
doing and get your records reviewed by people who don’t really get 
your point. It felt like it clearly wasn’t the right landscape to be in. I 
really find the political side of the music industry distasteful. It might 
mean some opportunity for me, but I’m not interested anymore. My 
bullshit detector became a lot stronger through my experiences in the 
Hasselhoff Experiment. Even the artist grants you can get out here 
(New Zealand government) I’m suspicious of. I sleep better at night 
doing things independently. Even doing things for TV commercials, 
it’s kind of cool but it still doesn’t feel right. 

Ryan: The Hasselhoff Experiment wound down in 2002. 

Andrew: There was more to it than the bad experiences with Flying 
Nun and Festival. I started getting frustrated with playing the sort of 
white-boy rock we banged out. I really love that type of music; it 
had more to do with the audiences that became attracted to it. The 
Hasselhoff Experiment was loud. We played at fast tempos. We had 
a predominately male audience. In some of the smaller towns, shows 
would get rough. We played a show in Hamilton. We were on a 
detachable stage that had been pushed together. The 
stage had actually been pushed back about 
two feet by the end of the night, 
just off of the energy of 
the crowd. 
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just pogoing off of each other. The mixture 
was a mass of jocks and skinheads. 

Ryan: Hamilton can get rough. 

Andrew: It can. I could watch fights 
breaking out. In one regard, it’s hilarious. 

However, it’s also kind of scary. One guy 
had a singlet on and he pulled the classic 
Hulk Hogan move—just ripped it right off. 

I remember thinking, “What the fuck?” It 
was kind of depressing. We just became 
the soundtrack to violence. I love playing 
that kind of music, but once you take it to 
a certain level, things start getting weird. 

The audience is removed from you to an 
extent. I’m not saying that’s necessarily a 
bad thing. 

Ryan: You don’t have the direct means 
formerly had. 

Andrew: Yeah. You could have a real bad gig; only five people show 
up. But those five people are there to watch you play. They stay for the 
whole thing and they get it. That’s the point. I guess I prefer quality to 
punters to a quantity of punters. I’m sort of fearful of getting back to 
that critical mass situation again. Maybe I’ve just gotten older. I sing 
more and scream less these days. 

Ryan: With the Bloody Souls, your main project after the Hasselhoff 
Experiment, you took control of the means of production again, 
recording albums yourself at rehearsal spaces. It seemed like a 
reaction to the experiences you faced in Hasselhoff. 

Andrew: Yeah. Things had gotten weird at the end of the Hasselhoff 
Experiment. I had broken up with my girlfriend of two years when 
I moved up to Auckland. I had to find a new place to live. I wasn’t 
happy with the third album (2002’s Out of the Sandpit and Onto 
the Drive). I had written only half of the songs for it. The other 
half I wrote in the studio. I pulled songs from old bands. It was a 
piecemeal effort. While I think some of those songs are quite good, 
at the time I didn’t like the whole process—especially the record 
label stuff going on. I also wasn’t a good version of myself, so I 
didn’t put my best foot forward. I didn’t feel like I was in control 
of my own band. Angela and Brendan had a clearer version of what 
they wanted to do with the band. Unfortunately, I didn’t feel like I 
was part of the conversation. Things got bad. There was bitterness 
on both sides. Angela and Brendan had gone off to the States. They 
wanted me to go along. I didn’t have the money and I didn’t see 
the point. My confidence was really down with the last record. So 
I left the band. 

I still wanted to play music, so I kept on doing stuff. Playing music 
keeps me ticking, sane, and confident. That’s why I started the Bloody 
Souls. Right away, we did a Datsuns tour. I don’t know if I was ready 
for it. I don’t know if we had gelled yet as a band but it’s my baby. 
I’ve had four drummers and seven or eight bassists. With each lineup, 
the chemistry changes. You adapt to it. That’s good. Sometimes it’s 
noisier, tighter, or looser. 

Ryan: It’s pretty amazing that you’ve kept such a high level of 
enthusiasm and commitment going for so long. You’ve got Perpetrator 
going, as well as four bands. 


you 


Andrew: If I wasn’t doing these things, I’d be lost. 

Before I got into music, I wasn’t really a confident person at 
all. I’m actually a more confident version of myself on stage. I 
really found myself through music. I also like finding out about 
new bands. I get a little annoyed when a band gets lip-serviced by 
everyone in town. I mean, there’s probably a band in Albuquerque, 
New Mexico who eats them up for breakfast, it’s just no one knows 
about them because they’re from Albuquerque. Same thing applies 
to New Zealand music. A lot of the best music doesn’t come from 
Auckland or Wellington. Quite often it comes from such “great” 
cultural centers as Timaru, Invercargill, Whanganui, Eketahuna, 
Masterton, and Palmerston North. It comes from these small 
towns. A lot of people who come from the main cities, they get 
involved in the political context. They see how they can become 
a star. They can get delusional. The small town provides people 
a vacuum to work in. They can develop their own sound. New 
Zealand is a weird nation. There’s a shitload of good stuff that 
doesn’t get coverage. A lot of that has to do with the fact that we’re 
a small country. There are only four million people here. There’s 
only so much you can sustain. 
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New Zealand 
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Andy Conway 

1. Tenement, Napalm Dream LP 

2. Black Wine, 

Summer of Indifference LP 

3. The Copyrights, 

North Sentinel Island LP 

4. Big Kids, Phone Home LP 

5. Dark Ages, 

Can America Survive? LP 

Art Ettinger 

• ANTiSEEN, 

World Wide Live Ass Kickin ’ 7” 

• Joe Jack Talcum, Home 
Recordings 1984-1990 LP 

• Big Kitty, Florence LP 

• Cerebral Ballzy, Self-titled LP 

• NOFX, Hardcore 10” 

Ben Snakepit 

Top 5 (Non-Austin) 

Texas Bands in 2011 

1. Muhammadali (Houston) 

2. Stymie (Denton) 

3. Sticky Bandits (San Antonio) 

4. Ex-Boyfriends (McAllen) 

5. The People Men (Ft. Worth) 

Bill Pinkel 

• Future Virgins, 

Western Problems 

• Tenement, Napalm Dream 

• Caves, Homeward Bound 

• Bon Iver, Self-titled 

• The Brief and Wondrous Life of 
Oscar Wao by Junot Diaz (book) 

Candice Tobin 

• This Is My Fist, 

A History of Rats LP 

• Toys That Kill, 

Citizen Abortion LP 

• Witches With Dicks, Manual LP 

• Bent Outta Shape, 

Stray Dog Town LP 

• The Orphans, 

Everybody Loves You LP 

Cesar Macias 

Top 5 Samurai Movies to Own 

1. 13 Assassins 

2. Sword of Doom 

3. Harakiri 


4. 7 Samurai 

5. Lone Wolf and Cub 

Chris Mason 

• Tenement, Napalm Dream LP 

• Landlord, Beneath the Wheel LP 

• Spectres, Last Days LP 

• Arctic Flowers, Reveries LP 

• Libyans / God Equals Genocide, 
Split 7” 

Chris Pepus 

• “GOTCHA” The Guardian's 
reports on illegal spying by 
Rupert Murdoch’s “journalists” 
lead to the closing of his paper 
News of the World 

• Debtocracy (film) 

• Whoppers Taste Good at Fubar 
in St. Louis, 6/15 

• The Soft Skin (film) 

• Nekrassov (play) 

Craven Rock 

1. Olytopia Camp at Autonomous 
Mutant Festival 

2. Crackbox, Self-titled 7” 

3. Summertime # 1, 2, 3, 4 
(comic/zine) 

4. Mr. Lif, I Heard It Today CD 

5. Karysun, Until The End CD 

CT Terry 

1. Stirling Says, Balboa LP 

2. The Arrivals, Volatile Molotov 
LP. This summer’s soundtrack 
to sweeping up at work. Got 
this after they stole the show at 
the Empty Bottle with Marked 
Men, Toys That Kill, Chinese 
Telephones, and This Is My Fist. 
No small feat! 

3. Action Bronson, Dr. Lecter LP 

4. Re-reading A Confederacy of 
Dunces by John Kennedy Toole. 
One of the funniest books ever. 

5. My story “The Impersonator” 
in nthWORD Shorts. 

Ever a.k.a. The Girl About Town 

1. Azul at the Blvd. 7/22/11 

2. A.Y. at the Blvd. 7/22/11 

3. Gehenna at Jub Jub’s Thirst 
Parlor Reno, NV 

4. Penetration Panther’s at Jub 
Jub’s Thirist Parlor Reno, NV 

5. Hoy Pinoy at the Blvd. 7/22/11 


Designated Dales 

Top 5 Fave Things Since 
the Last Ish 

1. Recording the drum tracks 
for my holmes Mark Pananides’ 
new rekkid at Studio 606 in 
Northridge, CA. Always a 
great time getting back into the 
studio with this guy. Rock and 
laughter abound. 

2. Off With Their Heads and 
Riverboat Gamblers at The 
Troubadour. Rock ‘n’ fucking 
roll (Thanks again for everything, 
Ryan & Fadi!) 

3. Introducing Charm Machine’s 
newest bass slinger/burrito 
destroyer-in-arms: Mr. Tom “Chili 
Size” Vize. It’s fucking on. 

4. Open-handed, pimp-slapping 
new Charm Machine tunes, with 
thanks to brotherman and guitarist 
Jeff Fox—this new shit’s dialing 
in to leave a footprint in your ass. 

5. Getting to hang out with 
my old pal (and Itchy Korean 
Records mogul) Glenn Ancheta, 
who was out here in the SoCal 
with his familia from Houston 
for a few days. I lorve these folks 
(yes, LORVE!) 

Daryl Gussin 

• Tenement, Napalm Dream LP 

• Underground Railroad To 
Candyland, Knows Your Sins LP 

• Future Virgins, 

Western Problems LP 

• Something Fierce, 

Don’t Be So Cruel LP 

• Predator, Self-titled LP 

Dave Williams 

1. Today Is The Day, 

Pain Is a Warning LP 

2. Fear Of Lipstick, Seasons LP 

3. Between Earth & Sky, 

Of Roots and Wings EP 

4. The Copyrights, 

North Sentinel Island LP 

5. Ringworm, Scars LP 

Donofthedead 

• My wife Leslie and our five 
month old son Evan. Never 
thought we would have kids but 
I’m really diggin’ the new dude! 

• Razorcake celebrating ten years! 
Has it really been ten years?! 

• Arctic Flowers, Reveries LP 

• Belgrado, Self-titled LP 

• Culture Shock, 

Everything 3xCD Box 



1. The Copyrights, 

North Sentinel Island 

2. Toxic Holocaust, 

Conjure and Command 

3. Fucked Up, 

David Comes to Life 

4. Sourvein, Black Fangs 

5. Helms Alee, Weatherhead 

Jennifer Federico 

• Neu!, Self-titled 

• Cola Freaks, Self-titled 

• Autistic Youth, Landmine Beach 

• Sydney Ducks, “Stray Dogs” 
b/w “He Lives for Today” 7” 

• Zero Boys, Vicious Circle 

Joe Dana 

1. Awesome Fest is coming! 
Hooray! 

2. Razorcake 10th Anniversary 
show! Hooray! 

3. Arrivals, Tiltwheel, Turkish 
Techno, and Robot Repair in 
Riverside! Hooray! 

4. The Maxies, Sunnyside, and 
Regressions at the Blue Star! 
Hooray! 

5.1 quit my job yesterday! Hooray! 

Joe Evans III 

Top Five Moments on My Midwest 
Comedy Tour 

• My relatives coming to a 
Chris Gethard Show and my 
Aunt heckling. 

• Doing a show in Chicago where 
Jason Sass Dragon covered 
“Tonight You Belong to Me” and 
Lil’ Dave Arrival covered “God 
Only Knows.” 

• Everyone in Milwaukee, period 
(even the meth head who offered 
me his grape juice “with three hits 
of E in it”). 

• John Geek giving me an open 
invitation to do stand up with 
Fleshies. 

• Basically living out the plot of 
Wayne s World for a week. 

Juan Espinosa 

• Predator LP 

• God Equals Genocide/ Libyans, 
Split 7” 

• Dead Language LP 

• Various artists: Odour of Dust 
and Rot compilation 

• Foreign Objects 7” on 
Shock To The System 

Katie Dunne 

1. Comedy Bang Bang: The Podcast 

2. Jonny Comdawg 


3. Colossal squids and other 
massive sea creatures 

4. The Sarah Silverman Program 

5. Fucked Up, Davids Town LP 

Ken Dirtnap 

• SMMR BMMR 

• Black Lips, Arabia Mountain 

• Midwest Beat, Gone, Not Lost 

• Wax Museums, Eye Times 

• Midnight Snaxx 7”s and live 

Kurt Morris 

1. Wugazi, 13 Chambers 

2. My own podcasts for Razorcake 

3. Flow My Tears, The Policeman 
Said by Philip K. Dick 

4. Time Out of Mind 
by Leonard Michaels 

5. John Cassavetes films 

Liz Prince 

Top 5 Songs about Heartbreak 
That Make Me Feel a Little 
Less Alone 

1. Mikey Erg, 

“Little Hands of Concrete” 

2. Masked Intruder, “I’m In 
(unrequited) Love” 

3. Teenage Bottlerocket, 

“Fall for Me” 

4. Big Eyes, “Since You Left” 

5. Mr. T Experience, 

“Hell of Dumb” 

Maddy Tight ints 

• Greg Cartwright, 

Live at the Circle A LP 

• Onion Flavored Rings 
Unraveling the Past cassette tape! 
(both of their albums on a single 
somewhat obsolete format!) 

• Shannon and the Clams, 

Sleep Talk LP 

• Big Eyes, Why Can 1 7” 

• Compulsive Gamblers, Crystal 
Gazing Luck Amazing CD 
(starring Greg Cartwright!) 

Marcos Siref 

• The Men, Immaculada 

• The Nojons, Get Stoked 

• Awful Man, 

New Ways to Say Fuck Off! EP 

• Sandworms, 

All the Time in the Fucking World 

• Doughboys, Whatever 

Mark Twistworthy 

• Cheater Slicks, 

Our Food Is Chaos LP+7” 

• Total Control, Henge LP 

• Bass Drum Of Death, GB City LP 

• The Energy, Get Split LP 

• Being stoked about AF5! 

Matt Average 

1. Lieutenant, Self-titled LP 

2. Gas Chamber, Corpse with 
Levity EP, and flexi 

3. Resist Control, Dissipation EP 


4. Young Identities, 

New Trends EP 

5. Dungeons & Dragons (Thirty- 
plus years, and it’s still the best 
game ever) 

Mike Faloon 

1. Black Wine, 

Summer of Indifference LP 

2. Cylinder, Self-titled CD 

3. Future Virgins, 

Western Problems LP 

4. Underground Railroad To 
Candyland, Knows Your Sins LP 

5. Mike Watt, 

Hyphenated Man LP 

Mike Frame 

1. Blessings, Tomahawk Inn CD 

2. Psychedelic Aliens CD 

3. Gillian Welch, 

Harrow and Harvest CD 

4. Moon Duo, Mazes LP 

5. Fastbacks, live in West Seattle 

Mr. Z 

1. Direct Hit!, Domesplitter 

2. The Copyrights, 

North Sentinel Island LP 

3. Holding Onto Sound, The Sea 

4. Citizen Fish, Goods 

5. The World/Inferno 
Friendship Society, 

The Anarchy and The Ecstasy 

Naked Rob, Radio Valencia, SFC 

1. The Juke Joint Pimps, Boogie 
the Church Down CD (German 
blues rock) 

2. The Blind Shake, Seriousness 
CD (R’N’R) 

3. Sydney Ducks, Stray Dogs 7” 
(SF street punk) 

4. 400 Blows, Sickness & Health , 
CD (noise punk) 

5. Executioner, The Anthology CD 
(Classic Bay Area hardcore) 

Nardwuar 

1 .Fluke Fanzine’s 20th Anniversary 
Issue (And other issues too!) 

2. Pork Magazine! 

(Eugene’s best lookin’, smelling, 
and readin’ zine!) 

3. Lollipop Shoved Up My 
Ass Zine (Greatness from 
Vancouver, BC) 

4. Team Science Records (The 
Energy LPs are wonderful!) 

5. Colin’s Godson, Never Mind 
SigurRos, Here’s Colin’s Godson! 
CD/Comic (three chord punk 
wonders from Scotland!) 

Nighthawk 

1. High Tension Wires, 

Welcome New Machine LP 

2. Going To The 2011 
Pro Football Hall Of 
Fame Enshrinement 


3. Gateway District, Perfect’s 
Gonna Fail LP 

4. Fletch VHS 

5. Sloppy Seconds, 

You Can’t Kill Joey Ramone 7” 

Paul J. Comeau 

1. Napalm Raid, 

Trail of the World 7” EP 

2. Lost Tribe, Demo Cassette 

3. Converge / Dropdead, 20 Years, 
Split 7” 

4. La Armada, El Privilegio De 
Algunos... La Miseria De Otros CD 

5. Tropiezo / La Armada, Split CD 

Rene Navarro 

1. Lone Wolf and Cub by Kazuo 
Koike and Goseki Kojima 

2. Through Thom And Brier, 

Good Grief Cassette 

3. Pangea, 

Living Dummy Cassette 

4. Akira Kurosawa’s High & Low 

5. Not being able to buy music 
and then getting a box of rad stuff 
from Razorcake. 

Replay Dave 

Top 5 Books Where Action 
Happens in the Gainesville, FL 
Music Scene of 
The 1990s 

1. Amped by Jon Resh 

2. Diary of Indignities 
by Patrick Hughes 

3. Ovenman by Jeff Parker 

4. The Gospel of Anarchy by 
Justin Taylor 

5. This Feels like a Riot Looks 
by Killian Betlach 

Rhythm Chicken 

Top 5 CDs Playing in My Soup 
Bar for This Issue 

• Sam and Dave, The Best of... 

• Dillinger Four, Cl VIL WA R 

• Clash, Give ‘Em Enough Rope 

• Boomtown Rats, 

Tonic for the Troops 

• Flat Duo Jets, Lucky Eye 

Ryan Horky 

1. Archers of Loaf, Icky Mettle LP 

2. Tombs, Path of Totality LP 

3. Vaccine, Crimes in Blood 5” 

4. Mixtapes, 

Hope Is for People 7” 

5. Worship This!, demo 

Ryan Leach 

Top 5 Instrumentals 

1. Thee Midniters, 

“Whittier Boulevard” 

2. The Tornados, “Telstar” 

3. Ventures, “Walk Don’t Run” 

4. Pandoras, 

“Haunted Beach Party” (Paula 
Pierce is underrated) 

5. Trashwomen, “Surf Creature” 


Sal Lucci 

1. Midwest Beat, Back To Mono 7” 

2. Midwest Beat, Gone Not Lost LP 

3. Black Lips, Arabia Mountain LP 

4. The Hussy, 

Cement Tomb Mind Control LP 

5. The Hussy, live 

Sean Koepenick 

Bands I Am Stoked to See at Riot 
Fest Chicago 2011 

1. Descendents 

2. Down By Law 

3. Shot Baker 

4. Chinese Telephones 

5. The Copyrights 

Steve Hart 

• Die Kreuzen, October File 

• Masakari, The Prophet Feeds 

• A State of Mind, 
Corpse-Orations 

• Joe Lally, 

Why Should I Get Used to It? 

• Melvins, Bullhead 

Steve Larder 

1. Diet Pills, Self-titled LP 

2. Endless Grinning Skulls, 
Self-titled LP 

3. Drainland/Cellgraft, Split 7” 

4. Victims, A Dissident LP 

5. Wolfbeast Destroyer, Far from 
Grace 10” 

Todd Taylor 

• Future Virgins, 

Western Problems LP 

• God Equals Genocide / Libyans 
Split 7” 

• Tme Stereo, Self-titled 7” 

• Something Fierce, 

Don’t Be So Cruel LP 

• Smogtown, Dictoria 7” 

Ty Stranglehold 

Top 5 “V” Bands 

1. Vandals 

2. Vindictives 

3. Valentine Killers 

4. Violent Femmes 

5. Vaginasore Jr. 

Vincent Battilana 

• Bob Mould, 

See a Little Light (book) 

• Sugar, Copper Blue LP 

• Underground Railroad To 
Candyland, Knows Your Sins LP 

• Future Virgins, 

Western Problems LP 

• Becoming a shop steward for 
BCTGM Local 59G 



"He is probably an alien with no concept of what 
music is supposed to sound like, because music 
is definitely not supposed to sound like this, and 
that’s what makes it rad." 

-MP Johnson 

PETER STUBB: Piranha Death Groove: Cassette - 


AFTER THE FALL: Eradication: CD 

Another solid melodic hardcore 
release from this band. I think the band 
managed to overcome the problem 
I had with their previous album, 
Presents Fort Orange, which was the 
vocals lacking a certain degree of balls- 
outitude. Musically, it’s clear these 
guys have been studying at the feet of 
Propagandhi’s Today’s Empires... and 
Strike Anywhere’s Change Is a Sound. 
Overall, a solid chunk of pissed-off, 
progressively political punk. Plus, did 
I mention it’s fourteen songs in twenty- 
five minutes? I appreciate the brevity. 
-Adrian (Mightier Than Sword) 

ALOUATTA: D/K4-song 10" 

Tightly-structured, loose cartography, 
expansive rock that ends in cabinets 
full of explosives and chipped dishes. 
An alouatta’s a howler monkey. So was 
D. Boon. This Swedish record could 
fit right into Fishwife/Tanner/Night 
Marchers adjoining neighborhoods 
of San Diego, Sweden. Following the 
map legends (and guitar leads) finds 
us in a swampy yet clear place that’s 
expansive, feral, and brightly lit. They 
know what they’re doing and it sounds 
big and tight and wobbly enough so 
it’s not tiny-precise but more embers- 
buming-a-hole-in-the-carpet, their- 
smell’s-everywhere. Nicely done. 
-Todd (Sodertom Record Company, 
skrammelrecords.com/ sodertom) 

ANCHOR: Recovery: CD 

CD players did not like this release, but 
the computer grudgingly accepted it. 
And what came forth from these tinny 
speakers was some earnest, topical, 
non-preachy straight edge hardcore. 
Surprisingly good stu W—Recovery, in 
terms of ferocity and approach, falls 
pretty close in the spectrum to bands 
like Reserve 34, The Effort, or Have 
Heart. It’s the feeling-man’s version of 
hardcore, shot through with smarts and 
compassion, versus the bro-style, dick¬ 
swinging kind. It’s more than competent 
stuff, and thoughtful, and blessedly free of 
both machismo and judgment. It’s really 
too bad that the stereo wouldn’t play this 
album, as Recovery would most likely 
be getting some repeated listens around 
here. I rarely like this type of stuff, but 
when it’s done well, like it is here, I’m a 
total sucker for it. -Keith Rosson (Pee) 

ANCIENT SHORES: Self-titled: 7" 

I really liked this 7” quite a lot. It’s pretty 
intensely heavy hardcore. Sounds a lot 
like Trap Them, or Hope Conspiracy’s 
Death Knows Your Name in its ability 
to smother you with layers instead of 
chasing you down with speed. A very 
bmtal approach. The vocals are gravelly 
and the music is surgically precise while 


letting the guitars hang out for a split 
second to create a little ambience. Good 
stuff, very neatly packaged, from a killer 
label. -Rene Navarro (A389) 

ANGEL SLUTS, THE: 

Suesie Was a Nihilist:!" EP 

“This Is Violence” sounds like a cross 
between “New Rose” by the Damned and 
“Don’t Be Afraid to Pogo” by the Gears. 
“That’s What I Say” is a cool punk-Stax 
stomper, with real or simulated brass 
buried somewhere underneath all the 
punk. I thought “Social Breakdown” 
sounded like “She Loves Me Not” by 
the Dickies, but then they started playing 
guitar leads and i didn’t know what it 
sounded like. “Untitled” doesn’t sound 
like anything i can name, except for when 
they start playing the first little guitar lead, 
which makes me think of the Damned 
again, which many would consider a sign 
that the record should be played a second 
time, but the very last chord sounds like 
the last chord in “Submission” by the 
Sex Pistols, which kinds of puts an end to 
such musings. I do not disapprove of this 
record. BEST SONG: Either “Untitled” 
or “That’s What I Say.” BEST SONG 
TITLE: “Untitled.” Wait, they stole that 
from JFA! FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRTVTA FACT: I received two 45s to 
review this issue, and both had drawings 
of scantily-clad girls on the covers. -Rev. 
Norb (Fat Sandwich) 


ANNIHILATION TIME://;LP 

All I can say is this is one band that 
always brought the punk energy into 
their hard-rocking shows. I knew that 
they would always play with a good 
dose of reckless abandon and their 
sets would be a blistering and sweaty 
display of hard-charging fun. Seeing 
them in the tiniest of rooms to larger 
venues, they were always consistent 
in their delivery. Bringing their ‘70s 
arena rock with a stoner edge— 
mixed with the energy of Bl’ast and 
mid- to late-period Black Flag, which 
is not easily achieved—to whomever 
was present. So this record has seen 
many a repress and has been released 
by a number of labels. Not sure of 
the pressing differences since I only 
originally had the CD release. But the 
one that I hold in my hands comes in 
a gatefold cover, kind of faded denim 
blue color vinyl, and a bonus record 
that is the Cosmic Unconsciousness 
7”. Hearing this makes me realize 
that it has been a few years since I 
last saw them. Pretty sure they are 
a done deal at this point. But I’m 
pretty sure each one of the members 
is playing in one or more bands right 
now. -Donofthedead (Tankcrimes) 

ANSTALT: Altamont Raceway: 7" EP 

Loud, rock-tinged hardcore from 
Austria. Angry and coming on like a 


battering ram is what you get here, and 
in spades. -Jimmy Alvarado (De Nihil, 
denihilrecords@gmail.com) 

ARCTIC FLOWERS: Reveries: LP 

I’m a bit slow at times. My mind gets 
lost with all the information out there. 
Heard about this band from Portland 
and the great reviews they were 
receiving. I put it on my mental list and 
filed it away. A 7” came out. Forgot 
to buy it. They came through town 
and I missed the show. A split came 
out afterwards and forgot to buy that. 
When I saw a pre-sale for a new full 
length, I sent my money before I got 
sidetracked. Luckily, I acted quickly. 
The LP sold out quickly. A repress is 
in the works, due to its demand. So my 
thoughts about the album? Fantastic! I 
am a big nerd for female-fronted bands. 
So brownie point number one. I’m on a 
big post punk kick lately. They fill that 
and more by incorporating anarcho 
punk and solid rocking rhythms that 
have punk energy. It’s like taking the 
solid punk foundation of Signal Lost 
and adding a more brooding sound 
that Witch Hunt had on their last 
record. The guitar work is immaculate; 
creating textures and emotions that 
a band like the Red Dons use to 
maximum advantage. The eight songs 
that are provided are well crafted and 
feel like they went through the maturity 
process before being released. I hope 
this band doesn’t implode too soon 
before I can experience more. For my 
first introduction, like heroin, I want 
more. -Donofthedead (Inimical) 

AWFUL MAN: 

New Ways to Say Fuck Off: 7" 

Ex-members of Witches With Dicks 
return to the gruff’n’catchy realm of 
DIY punk. Totally pissed and ready to 
go. If you found yourself listening to 
Manual on repeat, you should definitely 
get your hands on this. Damning, social 
commentary combined with wit is 
always welcome around these parts. 
It’s great to see people so obviously 
frustrated with punk, technology, and 
music actually making music instead of 
just complaining about it. Alright, now 
that the demo has been pressed to vinyl, 
how about a debut release? -Daryl (It’s 
Not A Phase Dad / Dead Broke) 

BAND OF BEARDS: Fuerteventura. CD 

A little bit o’ poppy indie punk here, a 
little bit o’ indie rock there. There are 
hints at some good ideas, especially 
when they lean more towards the 
former, but while nothing here is out- 
and-out bad, on the whole, nothing 
ever feels like it quite gels enough to 
say, “Wow, that was fuggin’ great.” 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Band Of Beards) 


RAZORCAKE RECORD REVIEW 
GUIDELINES and FAQS 

* The address to send all review material is Razorcake, 
PO Box 42129, LA, CA 90042. You may address it to 
specific reviewers. Just make sure they're active. 

• Full album art is required for a review. Pre-releases 
go into the trash. Don't treat us like second-rate citi¬ 
zens. We're all volunteers here. 

R&ZPfiCAKE 78 


• Are you really sending us a download card or a 
link to review? Seriously? That's weak. Many of our 
contributors don't have fancy computers. Nope, we won't 
review 'em. 

• You're sending us a CD-R of a piece of vinyl you're 
releasing to cut on costs? Please don't pull that stunt 
with us. We know mail's expensive, but we send full 
copies of the zine as a thanks to all who send us 
material to review (if your address is provided). 


•It is very important to put a postal address on each 
and every piece of music sent in. Many packages get 
separated and given to different reviewers. 

• Over a decade of music reviews can be found at 
razorcake.org. Use our handy "search" function on the 
site to see if your music has been reviewed. Tight. 

• Reviews may take six months. Be patient. We're bi¬ 
monthly and have reviewers worldwide. 
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rFELLOWPROJECT 

"STABLE LIFE" LF 

Ten songs of pissed off post-hardcore featuring 
ex-members of On the Might of Princes and Bridge and Tunnm 


Available from No Idea, Kiss of Death, 
Yo-Yo Records (EULEpison City (AUS), 
and other cool dismitors. 






Answer Key Records 
25-33 Steinway St. #2 
Astoria, NY 11103 
answerkeyrecords.com 


How Do We Jump This High "Funny/Not Funny" 7" also out now 





BANGERS: Small Pleasures: CD 

More Leatherface than Queers on the 
pop punk scale, with odd chords, mid- 
tempos, smart lyrics, and a bucket full 
of hooks. The guitar sound seemed a bit 
subdued at first, but I found that cranking 
the volume up fixed that up right quick. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Kiss Of Death) 

BARE MINIMUM, THE: Self-titled: CD 

This Toronto band had me on their 
side for their first track, “Man of the 
People,” which started with a mid- 
tempo twangy punk guitar line and 
led into a rousing chorus of fist-raising 
group vocals almost on par with Against 
Me’s debut album. Sadly, things started 
to go to shit on the second track of this 
four song EP with a sudden influx of 
a nearly Hootie And The Blowfish 
level of optimism without a trace of 
punk energy or, god forbid, fury. It’s 
summertime in the Midwest and I’m 
a happy guy, but even in my current 
sunny state of mind, the “zippity do 
dah” vibe turned my stomach. They 
pull up the nose for a bit for the third 
track entitled “Off the Wagon,” which 
returns to a mid-tempo, vaguely 
Florida folk punk sound. On the fourth 
track things slow down and get sappy 
again. To make things far worse, they 
let another guy on lead vocal duties 
and he possess an insufferable, fucked- 
up pitch of a warble. So the scorecard 
says two songs that were on the good 
side of mediocre and two songs that 
annoyed the living christ out of me, 
which adds up to: avoid. -Jake Shut 
(TBM, thebareminimum.ca) 


BAY 0 N ETTES!!!: Two SongsRegarding 
Faith Mountain:!" flexi 

Two quick blurry, spazzy, artistic blasts. 
Think Japanther jangle at 78 instead 
of 33—a warp speed mixed with, 
say, Mens Recovery Project. I’m sure 
there’s a manifesto in there somewhere, 
perhaps some Dada, some Foucault; 
and it wouldn’t surprise me if they 
incorporate some mixed media; some 
visuals augmenting the experience. 
Really flashy silver embossing on the 
red flexi, to be sure. -Todd (Revolution 
Winter, revolutionwinter@gmail.com / 
eaglefacecity.com) 

BESTIA, LA: Mind Games: CD 

Pro-sounding, generally mid-tempo East 
L.A. punk with bilingual Spanish/English 
female vocals.. .i’m pretty sure i would 
have flipped my shit ((to some degree)) 
over this in ‘83 or ‘84, but, listening to 
it at this exact moment, it is produced 
so much more slickly than all the other 
records i’ve listened to tonight that my 
ears can’t cope with the contrast...it’s 
like i was sitting in a theatre all night, 
watching Universal Pictures monster 
movies from the 30’s, and then i got up 
to take a leak, and when i got back they 
were showing that Godzilla movie with 
Matthew Broderick. Sounds kind of 
like a satellite-radio-friendly moosh-up 
of Sin 34, the Plasmatics, the Avengers, 
Bi kini Kill and the Epoxies, welded to 
“Animal Boy” era major-label punk kick 
dmm sounds and suchlike, occasionally 
breaking into Spanish just to keep me 
from nodding off. Just slick enough that i 
expect something really masterpiece-like; 


just raw enough that i can’t get into the 
slickness. Ah well. BEST SONG: “Don’t 
Go” because it sounds like a Spanish- 
language “Butcher Baby” BEST SONG 
TITLE: “Revenge” if you’re Black Flag 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: The Post-It® note affixed to the 
interior of the tray booklet says “Norb 
- FYI, GUITARIST IS RUDY FROM 
E.L.A. PUNKERS THE BRAT-Jimmy” 
-Rev. Norb (La Bestia) 

BETTER LUCK NEXT TIME: 

A Lifetime of Learning: CD 

Not sure why someone would decide 
to create a band whose main influences 
appear to be Blink-182 and Sum 41 for 
any reason other than a desire to make 
a crazy amount of money (also known 
as “money”). So we’ve got the band’s 
motive covered, but do people still really 
want to hear this crap? Answer: sort of. As 
it turns out, this California-based band is 
really popular.. .in Japan. Our irradiated 
pals apparently can’t get enough of the 
smooth sounds of the year 2000. As 
comfort to our Japanese friends, I plan 
to nudge this CD into the waters of the 
Pacific, so that it may wash up on a more 
friendly shore. -Maddy (Kid Tested) 

BLACK HOLE KIDS: Dull Conjecture: 1" 

T hi s is the band’s first 7” and is mostly 
straightforward screamo of the Orchid/ 
Ampere variety. There are some moments 
of sincere rocking that are held together 
by good lead guitar work. Wess’s vocals 
are sort of weird and only sound right 
half the time when the band plays live, 
but the little bit of distortion and EQing 


on this make them cut through really 
well. My only complaint is that the stereo 
panning on the guitars is a little too wide 
and makes the sound a little awkward. 
Definitely a recommended listen to those 
who are still interested in late ‘90s/early 
2000s screamo. -Ian Wise (Self-released, 
blackholekids205.blogspot.com) 

BLACK WINE: 

Summer of Indifference: LP 

Babes In Toyland mixed with 
Treepeople? Screaming Trees? Seven 
Year Bitch mixed with Tad? But filtrated, 
distilled, de-heroine’d, and de-bonered 
grunge through legit DIY punks? With 
a hint of the Halo Benders’ precious 
but earnest light touch? Black Wine 
holds a definite non-ironic fondness 
early- to mid-’90s alternative. I enjoy 
that their prism doesn’t refract grunge’s 
defiling excesses; it warms up genuinely 
roisterous, almost-forgotten (to me) bits 
of music. That said, it is weird getting all 
these flashbacks—one after another—of 
bands that I haven’t thought about for 
years and had to mb my eyes that this 
wasn’t released on C/Z or K and it wasn’t 
1994. And that’s totally not a dig. -Todd 
(Don Giovanni, dongiovanni.com) 

B-LINES: Self-titled: LP 

From time to time, I’ve been known 
to drink a little too much. Sometimes 
it happens at a show, often with mixed 
results. Vancouver’s B-Lines came to 
town and what do you know? I was 
jumping around having a blast; then 
before you know it, passing out in a 
comer (give me a break, I came straight 
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from a wedding!). In the morning I woke 
up and had this record. Choppy, spastic 
and snottier than you thought possible. I 
am in love with this record! Even when 
I haven’t had a drink, listening to this 
makes feel like I’m dmnkenly careening 
through the pit on a crash course with 
FUN! I also have to thank my dear 
Elise for making sure that my drunk 
ass bought the record and got me home 
safe! -Ty Stranglehold (Deranged) 

BOAR HUNTER /RAZ0RH00F: 

Split: LP 

The Boar Hunter side of this excellent 
split reminds me of the classic crust 
punk 7”s by Dis Sucks. Boar Hunter 
plays brutal hardcore with harsh vocals 
that somehow still is incredibly melodic 
and catchy. They’re apparently a 
super group, consisting of members of 
Apeface, Saros, and Uzi Suicide. This 
better not be a one-off project, because 
they’re a great throwback to a loveable 
type of hardcore that flourished in the 
1990s but didn’t stick around like it 
should have. Monterey’s Razorhoofplay 
a form of hardcore heavily influenced by 
early emo hardcore bands like Heroin. 
You’ll want to forego showering for at 
least a couple of weeks after spinning 
this inspiringly gritty cmst release. -Art 
Ettinger (Vinehell, vinehell.com) 

BOB BURNS: Self-titled: CD 

There’s something casually belligerent 
about this CD. Even the packaging— 
with the black and white image of this 
guy just standing there, and you know 
he’s thinking, “You can listen to this, 


but I don’t really give a shit,” and the 
way that, instead of including lyrics, 
he’s included a photograph of all of 
his notepad-scribbled lyrics side by 
side, completely unreadable—is just a 
casual middle finger, maybe issued in 
jest, maybe not. Musically, it’s poppy 
garage rock, Wisconsin style, with a 
lot of nonverbal flick yous and guitar 
solos that also really couldn’t give a 
shit. Proof that being belligerent is the 
grown-up version of being snotty. -MP 
Johnson (Crustacean) 

BORN LIARS, THE: 

Fast Songs Is All We Know: LP 

Punk fuggin’ rock, all loud, rootsy, 
‘60s-inflected, swaggering, and just 
plain great. This is stuff that screams, 
“Play me loud and go hog-fuckin’- 
mad!” and you just can’t help but do 
just that. -Jimmy Alvarado (Cutthroat) 

BRYAN LEWIS SAUNDERS: 

Bed Bugs 1-3: LP 

I have a fiiend who I’ve been in a couple 
of bands with who is completely insane, 
and would go on rants out of nowhere. 
I always joked about recording him 
constantly and putting out an LP of 
him talking. If this is what it would turn 
into, I probably should have followed 
through. This record consists of stream- 
of-consciousness-style spoken word over 
found noise. The writing is awkward. The 
best way to describe the style and feeling 
is if you tried to imagine David Sedaris 
getting drunk and calling a suicide 
hotline. I really like this record even 
though I feel sort of dirty and voyeuristic 


when I listen to it. -Ian Wise (Private 
Leisure Industries, privateleisure.org) 

BUNNYGRUNT: 

Lady , You Just Got Von Damaged!: 7" 

There’s always a little bit of sadness 
when you flip over a split and the second 
side just doesn’t measure up to the first. 
It’s a bit more disconcerting when you 
realize that it’s actually the same band 
and not a split at all. Not sure what to 
make of this one. Pretty decent lo-fi 
pop on the first side, but pretty insipid- 
sounding kind of indie blah going on the 
B side. I’ll be all glass-is-half-full and 
say that it’s a pretty swell little one-sided 
single. -Megan (Pancake Productions) 

CAREER SUICDE: Cherry Beach E.P.:1" 

Don’t sweat me on the date, but there 
was a time that a discussion centered 
on “Career Suicide or Fucked Up?” I do 
remember that at this time, they shared 
more similarities than differences. Akin to 
discussing the differences between early 
Circle Jerks versus early Black Flag. The 
great news is that Career Suicide—years 
later—isn’t playing the version of the 
Circle Jerks that had Debbie Gibson 
backup vocals (probably funny at the 
time?), but that awesome middle ground 
that takes the seismic spasticness of the 
Circle Jerks and makes it... more epic. 
Epic as flick. This 7” sounds much larger. 
I swear it grows into a 12” when it spins. 
Punk played right. Snot, tangled up in 
barbed wire, with a microdot of honey 
to make the medicine go down easy. 
Looking back as a template to jump into 
the future of today. -Todd (Dirtnap) 


CARSICK CARS: Self-titled: CD 

Whoa! Another sign that the American 
Empire is ending! An indie rock band 
from Beijing, China! Soon, the world 
will have no need for Sonic Youth and 
Pavement! Inconsequential geopolitical 
shifts aside, this band does sound a lot 
like the aforementioned Sonic Youth, 
at least to this lowly reviewer who has 
about twelve indie records to compare 
this to (and about eight of those are Sonic 
Youth records). Apparently, Carsick Cars 
are already super popular around the 
world, and despite the departure of two 
of the band’s three members, continues 
to play shows and release records. And 
they’re really quite good, Thurston 
Moore-ish vocals, very Daydream 
Nation , and clearly performed by a band 
with considerable musical skill of the 
experimental variety. Question for the 
astute Razorcake reader: Could China be 
the next Japan? How soon until Chinese 
pop punk bands are releasing splits with 
the Marked Men? -Maddy (Tenzenmen) 

CAST IN IRON: 1-X. CD 

I imagine this is gonna be a bit of an 
obscure reference for some, but the 
lion’s share of the ten tracks these 
Polish punkers dish out are reminiscent 
of the band Gehenna (the notorious 
San Diego hardcore band, not the 
Norwegian black metal band), though 
maybe a bit less intense in speed in 
delivery. What that translates to is a 
most decidedly hardcore sound with 
enough metal to give things some 
crunch and a singer who sounds like 
he’s trying to hack up something that’s 
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attached to his spleen. Sound good? 
You betcha. -Jimmy Alvarado (Nikt 
Nic Nie Wie) 

CLOROX GIRLS: 

"Genocide" b/w "Bad Girls": 7" 

First release from the Clorox Girls in 
quite a while, but it sounds like the beat 
never stopped for these (at the moment) 
L.A. stompers. Punk-fueled power pop 
with a small nation’s supply of attitude. 
It’s been a long road since Maurice’s 
Little Bastards, but this is still punk as 
fuck. -Daryl (45 RPM/Hovercraft) 

COLA FREAKS: Self-titled: LP 

At its core, you have Danish mid- 
tempo punk, but there’s a slightly eerie 
tautness just under the surface that adds 
a dark and unsettling tinge to the tunes, 
which in turn makes the whole thing 
all the more interesting a listen. Don’t 
have the foggiest idea at all what the 
singer’s going on about, and, frankly, 
I don’t wanna know, ‘cause anything 
less than that absolutely bizarre lyrical 
fodder I’m imagining going along with 
the music and the Blinkoesque cover 
art would only spoil the magic. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Douchemaster) 

COME ON DIE YOUNG: Self-titled: 7" 

First single from this Phoenix band, 
and off to a good start. Comes on like 
a strong mix of early Strike Anywhere 
and the Avail/HWM sound. Vocals are 
just this side of being too screamy for 
my taste but they stay just this side 
of the line. The band now has a new 
singer so it will be interesting to see 


how it develops. Fans of Leatherface/ 
No Idea records and the like will find 
a whole lot to like in these four songs. 
-Mike Frame (Man In Decline) 

COPYRIGHTS, THE: North Sentinel 
Island / Crutches: LP/EP 

Oh mama. I can pretty much guarantee 
that more than a few loyal Razorcakers 
have been chomping at the bit for these 
new Copyrights releases (I’m reviewing 
both the new LP and 7” here since the 
latter is essentially a preview of the 
former and I received them at the same 
time), and they shan’t be disappointed. 
I’m not sure what the general consensus 
is, but Learn the Hard Way was easily 
my favorite Copyrights LP of the bunch, 
and North Sentinel Island, even after 
only a handful of listens, is giving Hard 
Way a mn for its money. I wouldn’t 
say that these new recordings are a real 
departure for the band by any means (I 
actually think these songs have more in 
common with Make Sound than Hard 
Way), but this is certainly their most, dare 
I say, mature stuff to date. Lyrically, the 
band continues to build on their go-for- 
heart-and-gut, super sincere singalong 
approach, but the subject matter is aging 
incredibly well. More diverse in tempo 
and dynamics than Hard Way, North 
Sentinel Island feels more well-crafted, 
with more ebb and flow, and with a more 
cohesive overall completeness. The 
secret weapon here is the tight, non-stop 
sequencing of the record that, even with 
the more varied tempos, never lets up for 
even a moment. A hell of a job on both 
of these records (the Crutches 7” has two 


songs not on the LP, so don’t miss that 
either) from IAR’s flagship band. Hell 
yes. -Dave Williams (It’s Alive) 

CRAPPY DRACULA: 

Fantastic Dracula: LP 

Stikky + The Dead Milkmen + the 
movie UHF = Crappy Dracula. 
Fantastic Dracula is chock full of 
great social/political commentary 
and is presented to the listener in 
uniquely unpretentious fashion. This 
is what I imagine the Dead Kennedys 
would have been like if they had an 
actual sense of humor. Plastic Surgery 
Disasters in some big, floppy clown 
shoes. I’m pretty sure there’s a concept 
going on here (the dangers and flaws of 
a digital media society) and if I’m right: 
fucking finally, a concept album that I 
actually get! -Juan Espinosa (Eeefin / 
Wrong Foot, crappydracula.com) 

CREEM: 

"Good Riddance " b/w 7 Hate You": 7" 

I guess these guys are from New 
York, but they play total ‘80s Boston 
skinhead worship hardcore that 
completely rules. I seriously haven’t 
heard a band that channeled SSD or 
Last Rites so authentically in years, 
and this mean slab of wax has been 
in heavy rotation on my turntable the 
last two weeks. The ugly, stripped- 
down sound is complimented by 
totally utilitarian packaging. My only 
complaint is that this is only two songs 
and they could have easily crammed 
two more onto this thing. Apparently, 
this is already out of print, which is 


a shame. -Ian Wise (Katorga Works, 
katorgaworks .bigcartel. com) 

CRUSADES: Self-titled: 7" 

Upside-down crosses and pop punk? 
Okay, you’ve got my attention. Seems 
this is a German reissue of a release 
by a Canadian band that knows how 
to use melodies and ringing guitars to 
insidiously infectious ends. If this is 
indeed the devil’s music, as my overly 
religious aunt used to opine without 
end, then book me a room at the 
Ramada overlooking the River Styx. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Top Five) 

DAVILA 666: Tan Bajo: LP 

Seldom do bands couple American 
pop music with a language other than 
English. “La Bamba” is probably the 
most notable exception; the song was 
the biggest hit Richie Valens and Los 
Lobos experienced in their respective 
careers. Puerto Rican group Davila 666 
plays by their own mles, singing all of 
their songs in Spanish. In the process, 
the band convincingly proves what 
should be obvious: that an underground 
rock group doesn’t have to bow to the 
hegemonic hold of English to deliver an 
incredible album. Tan Bajo —the group’s 
second full length—is my first exposure 
to Davila 666. I’ve heard a lot about these 
boys, but never got around to picking 
anything up. The hype surrounding the 
group is (for once) spot on. The melodies 
and harmonies on this record are 
incredible. The group really transcends 
the garage genre; they have as much in 
common with the New York Dolls as 
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the Lollipop Shoppe, with both garage 
burners and doo-wop chord progressions 
and harmonies present throughout the 
album. The musicianship on Tan Bajo 
is amazing. But while the guys in Davila 
666 can play, they pick and choose their 
parts tastefully; like Tommy James and 
the Shondells, they have the intelligence 
and grace to hold back and keep it simple 
for the sake of the song. Tan Bajo is 
one of the best records In The Red has 
released in a while. If you know the 
label, you know that’s saying something. 
-Ryan Leach (In The Red) 

DEAD TO ME/OFF WITH THEIR HEADS/ 
RIVERBOAT GAMBLERS: Tour split: 7" 

A great record to commemorate a 
great tour this summer. Brand new 
songs from Dead To Me and Riverboat 
Gamblers and a not new one from Off 
With Their Heads (like that matters, 
it still rules!). The bottom line is that 
it’s three great bands with three great 
songs. You already know that though, 
don’t you? -Ty Stranglehold (Fat) 

DEADBEATS: Kill the Hippies: 10" EP 

The Deadbeats were, and are, one of 
those bands that gloriously shatter all the 
prevailing rules that insist all old punk 
bands sounded like the Ramones, the 
New York Dolls, or some combination 
of the two. Even within the creative 
chaos that was Los Angeles’ first wave, 
they were working a side of the road few 
others dared travel, and their sound—an 
anarchic amalgamation of punk slash, 
mutato bop, and just plain oddness 
served up with a heaping of humor and 


an aggressive attack that hints at the 
hardcore wave that crested a few scant 
months later. In addition to upgrading 
the band’s original Dangerous Records 
EP from its original seven-inch format 
to snazzy ten-inch format, Artifix has 
seen fit to also include along with the 
original four tracks the song “Let’s Shoot 
Maria,” which so far as I can recall, 
was previously only available on the 
first of Frontier Records’ Dangerhouse 
retrospective compilations. As with 
damned near anything related to 
Dangerhouse, this is beyond mandatory. 
The band has also been quite active on 
L.A.’s live circuit lately as well, and I 
highly recommend that those given the 
opportunity to take in one of their shows 
should do so, ‘cause they remain one of 
L.A punk’s best and weirdest groups. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Artifix) 

DESTRUCTORS, THE: Media Studies: CD 

The Destructors are an English punk 
band with a history stretching back to 
the late 1970s. They have a catalog of 
around thirty releases that can attest to 
their longevity. Their new record dwells 
on themes revolving around corporate 
media, celebrity, and manipulating the 
public. The music on the twelve-song 
CD is both punk and British as fuck. 
The Destructors crafted a solid batch 
of songs that draw on the rich U.K. 
punk tradition, exploring sounds from 
the mid-70s pub rock to the hardcore 
sounds stretching up to the mid-80s. It’s 
got a nice mix of energy, abrasion, and 
hooks for the duration of the record, 
except for a couple thematic tracks that 


point in a more spoken word direction. 
-Jake Shut (Rowdy Farrago) 

DIRTY TACTICS: The Divine Middle:!" 

Guttery pop punk that would make 
for a great house show. Probably the 
only band I’ve ever heard that reminds 
me of The Arrivals. That’s cool. This 
world could use more bands that sound 
like The Arrivals. -Bryan Static (Say 
IO/Kiss Of Death) 

DISASTER STRIKES / BRING DOWN 
THE HAMMER: Split: 7" 

Hardcore shows are great when you’re 
in a basement and it’s close to a hundred 
degrees and humid and you’re soaked in 
sweat and thinking you want to leave, 
but then a band that you’ve never heard 
before starts playing and instantly you’re 
smiling and waving your fist around in 
the air and singing along to songs you’re 
learning on the fly because they’re 
perfect and the moment is perfect, and 
then it’s over and you try to tell your 
friends how great it was, and they don’t 
really believe you because they did leave, 
choosing to go to the gas station and get 
40s instead of watching Disaster Strikes 
play the three fucking anthems on their 
side of this split and more. Bring the 
Hammer Down = faster and growlier, but 
the same spirit. Bet they’re ftin in a hot 
basement too. -MP Jo hn son (Overdose 
On Records) 

DIVINE 6/7, THE: Self-titled: 7" 

Jamie Barrier has permanently etched 
his voice into my brain. Frontman of the 
Pine Hill Haints as well as many other 


groups over the last decade and a half. 
It doesn’t matter who he’s playing with, 
it’ll always mean more. It’ll always be 
part of something much larger, and I 
graciously invite the Divine 6/7 into 
it. Rootsy, laid-back punk jams that 
could only have been recorded in the 
dead of winter. Longing for summer 
nights and punk shows where people 
aren’t shivering. The art strangely 
reminds me of some kind of “urban” 
“apparel” company, but that may just 
be the cultural differences between Los 
Angeles, CA and Savannah, TN. If the 
Pine Hill Haints play ghost music, The 
Divine 6/7 have tapped into the spirit of 
Carolina beach music. -Daryl (Arkam) 

DRIP OF LIES: Self-titled: CD 

A collection of stuff from a seven- 
incher, a demo, and a comp track 
from a crusty Polish band. All the 
accoutrements are accounted for—a 
bit more sophistication than two-chord 
thrash-o-rama: dark, detuned guitars; 
growling vocals and more than a pinch 
o’ metal, though they manage to keep 
well on the hardcore side of the street. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Nikt Nic Nie Wie) 

DWYERS: Bowling with Jesus: CD 

Dunno a thang about this band—the 
label appears to be Finnish in origin; that 
doesn’t necessarily mean the band is as 
well—but they lay down some tasty, 
anthemic punk here. The gruff vocals 
initially set off all kinds of alarms, 
but they actually ended up working 
just fine, once it was clear this was to 
be more of a ride down Schleprock 
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Street and not Rancid Road. Catchy, 
to the point, and memorable in all the 
best ways. -Jimmy Alvarado (Airiston 
Punk-Levyt, aplevyt@hotmail.com) 

DYS: More Than Fashion: Live from the 
Gallery East Reunion: LP/D i g ita I 

Sometimes a band from the 1980s 
reunites not because one of the band 
members wants cash to send their kid to 
private school, but because they love the 
work they did before so much and draw 
energy and satisfaction from presenting 
it to new audiences. How many bands 
also put their first reunion show out 
on a record right out of the gate? Not 
many, my friends. The precision, the 
tightness, and the ferocity are all here on 
this recording. You can tell that all of the 
players are totally charged to be playing 
this material again. This is thirty-three- 
plus minutes of immortal hardcore that is 
meant to be played loud. I have a feeling 
that this is not just a one-off for this band. 
I was lucky enough to catch them at two 
shows after this one and new material 
was being worked into the setlist. Plus I 
hear that Franz Stahl (of Scream) has just 
joined DYS to replace departed guitarist 
Ross Luongo. Expect greatness. -Sean 
Koepenick (Bridge Nine) 

ED NASTY AND THE DOPEDS: 

I'm Gonna Be Everything ;7" 

Old punk scums from Mississippi from 
1978. You may have the original, or you, 
like me, were exposed to these guys via 
a KBD comp. Last Laugh has reissued 
this so you don’t have to shell out your 
monthly grocery money or rent just to 


hold a physical copy in your hands. Two 
songs of the snotty and dirty stuff. The A 
side is good, but “You Sucker” on the flip 
is the reason to attain this. Such attitude. 
The delivery is primo. Great lyrics as 
well. This is primal classic punk, the kind 
that hits you like a jolt of caffeine. Comes 
cranking through the speakers and, 
suddenly, everything is cool. -M.Avrg 
(Last Laugh, lastlaughrecords.com) 

EXPLOSIVO!: 

If The Devil Had a Guitar...: LP 

2000 was an interesting time for us 
kids who got into punk during the great 
Green Day boom of 1994. By 2000, 
we were in our early twenties, our high 
school pop punk bands had broken up 
and our musical tastes were branching 
out, but we still had a ton of youthful 
energy. This lost album, recorded by 
Long Island’s Explosivo! in 2000, 
captures that era well. The vocals are 
hoarsely sung and the music is based 
on melodic punk, but the riffs and 
arrangements have a special complexity 
that recalls the chaotic hardcore of 
that era. Sure, you could draw lines 
between Explosivo! and Hot Water 
Music or Planes Mistaken For Stars, 
but this record doesn’t sound typical or 
derivative, even a decade later. Catchy 
music played with hardcore ferocity, still- 
true song titles like “Metallica Died with 
Cliff Burton,” and the kind of cartoony 
post-zine art that DIY records had back 
then. Nostalgia trip or not, I present this 
record as a rebuttal to anyone who finds 
hardcore tuneless or pop punk toothless. 
-CT Terry (Dead Broke) 


FACE TO FACE: 

Laugh Now... Laugh Later: CD 

Solid return from this recently 
reactivated band. Danny Thompson is 
a new recruit on drums and Chad Yaro 
returns on lead guitar after a long hiatus. 
The songwriting duties are handled by 
bassist Scott Shifflet and frontman/ 
guitarist Trever Keith. Eleven songs 
that slide into this band’s esteemed 
back catalog with ease. How many 
bands do you go see live and end up 
singing along to almost all the songs? I 
can count them on one hand probably, 
but I thank these guys for coming back 
again to help us through these dark 
days. Now if I could only convince 
them to cover Motley Criie one more 
time, the world would be a better place. 
-Sean Koepenick (Antagonist) 

FERAL BABIES: Self-titled: Cassette 

I like the cut of your jib here, fellas. 
Awesomely frantic hardcore ala old 
thrashmeisters like DS-13 or Sugar 
Pie Koko mad-libbed through se min al 
‘80s L.A. punk ala the Adolescents. 
Solid, grouchy punk that’s gleefully 
malevolent and snarling in all the right 
spots—the sonic equivalent to throwing 
a pair of meerkats in a bathroom and 
closing the door. Five quick tunes, nice 
packaging, and I bet they can flatten 
a goddamn room live. I would love 
to see this band play someday, and I 
look forward to hearing whatever they 
decide to release next. Worth seeking 
out. -Keith Rosson (Feral Babies, 
noreprieverecords@gmail.com) 


FOREIGN OBJECTS: 

No Sensation: 12"EP 

Eight tracks of poison-tipped ladypunk 
darts aimed directly at your neck. The 
music is as tight as a noose and the 
vocals cut like piano wire. This is the 
pure shit, one hundred percent uncut 
punk. Fan of The Bags, Avengers, or, 
recently, the Neighborhood Brats? 
Then consider yourself a fan of the 
Foreign Objects and get this record. 
-Daryl (Vinyl Rites) 

FOUR EYES: Towards the End of 
Cosmic Loneliness: 7" 

Indie pop fodder, with cover art that’s 
markedly more interesting than the songs. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Puzzle Pieces) 

FRATRICIDE: Self-titled: 12" 

Long-lost recordings from the unreleased 
Fratricide/Neuroot split that Pushead 
originally was going to put out on his 
Pusmort label back in the mid-’80s. 
I thought I had heard there were test 
pressings floating around and a track or 
two popped up on comps. Schizophrenic 
Records saves the day and the entire 
side is rescued so that it doesn’t go 
into obscurity. I would have eaten this 
stuff up back in my skateboarding days 
right out high school. This falls right in 
the gap between Cryptic Slaughter, No 
Mercy, Heresy, and Excel that was on 
heavy rotation at the time. Crossover 
was the term of the day, which meant 
speed metal to some or fast punk with 
metal overtones to others. But it also 
meant both scenes at each other’s 
shows. I truly believe if this had been 
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released, they would have the same 
stature in history as those other bands 
and be lauded today. What was captured 
is equally as strong in material and 
powerful in delivery as others of their 
time. -Donofthedead (Schizophrenic) 

FUCKIN' BONESHAKERS, THE: 
n/ICI)/IXCV Masterbation Sessions: LP 

Jesus. The Fuckin’ Boneshakers make 
The Mummies sound like they studied 
at Julliard. To call this album lo-fi would 
be polite; this thing’s a sloppy, trebly 
mess—there might be a bass in there, 
but if so, I can’t hear it. If Bradley from 
Almighty Do Me A Favor filled up a pair 
of Hasil Adkins’s boots with moonshine 
and drank ‘em both, decided to play a 
set one-handed, and someone recorded 
it with a Strawberry Shortcake tapedeck 
down the street, it’d sound pretty similar 
to this. It’s rough, to say the least—not 
even mentioning the fact that there are 
apparently three people in this band. To 
their credit, there’s a certain authenticity 
to this album as well—there seems to be 
very little posturing here. The recording’s 
in the red and bright as hell, and yes, 
they sound like the Cramps trying to do 
“Surfing Bird” with their hands glued to 
their pelvises, but I’ll freely admit they 
also sound like they’re having a fucking 
blast. -Keith Rosson (Certified PR) 

FUTURE VIRGINS: 

Western Problems: LP 

Ever feel like crying, smiling, laughing, 
and yelling along at the same time to a 
band? That’s what the Future Virgins do 
to me. It’s sort of beautifully unnerving 


how many overlapping layers there are 
in their musical onion. When taken as a 
whole, as complete, it seems so simple, 
so natural. When looked at closely 
or unfurled: they’re employing these 
closely interlocking veins; this complex 
fleshy forgiveness. When it’s cut and 
examined, they emit a sweet, sharp, 
poetic juiciness. The Future Virgins 
have that intangible band magic that is 
as much human DNA, life experience, 
the alchemy of electrical currents 
going through musical instruments, 
long-range, beyond-’ ’progressive’ ’ 
thinking, and the collective thought of 
a supportive region (Chattanooga). The 
thirteen-year-old, isolated me would 
hold this aloft like an amulet, wishing 
for it to take me to a better place. The 
thirty-nine-year-old me is glad that it’s 
currently doing just that, that we’re not 
just standing around, waiting for the 
past or for nostalgia to collapse over us 
like a concrete tidal wave. That there is a 
future dawning every morning and we’re 
an integral part of it. The Future Virgins 
have made some of the best ramshackle- 
gold DIY punk in the past ten years, 
bar none. Fuck, man, I’ve still got a 
lump in my throat at how beautiful this 
record is. Definitely a top ten of 2011. 
-Todd (Plan-It-X South, planetxsouth@ 
hotmail / Starcleaner, starcleaner.com / 
futurevirgins@yahoo.com) 

GAS CHAMBER: Corpse with Levity: EP 

Wow.... Listening to the second side 
right now, and I’m in total awe. The 
music is morose as it gets. The mood 
dominates the whole record, but it really 


starts to get heavy after the second song, 
“Pigeon,” on the first side. The bass 
comes to the fore and sets the mood. The 
music really draws you in. To the point 
where you don’t want to leave. It goes 
from brooding to fast and aggressive 
without pause. Manic, indeed. I really 
like their LP, but find this is even better. 
The whole second side is perfection. 
Gas Chamber are a band that is moving 
forward musically, and I plan to follow 
them to where ever they go with it. This 
sounds like something that would have 
come out of the Bay Area nearly twenty 
years ago. Think of Neurosis mixed with 
early Dead & Gone. Taking this one to 
my grave. Get your own. -M.Avrg 
(Warm Bath) 

GAY KISS: Dumpster Rules: 7" 

Pummeling, twisted hardcore from 
the scorching soil of Tempe, Arizona. 
Sometimes noisy, sometimes fast, 
always demented. I saw them play and 
the guitarist had about a million effects 
pedals so I started to get worried, but 
he actually knows how to use them! 
And he knows how to use them really 
well! Pigeon Religion, Avon Ladies, 
Elders, and now Gay Kiss? Man, the 
Tempe/Phoenix area is fucked. Get on 
this shit. -Daryl (Anxiety Machine, 
anxietymachine@gmail .com) 

GIFT, THE: Mostly in Sickness: LP 

Fuck yes. Harkening back to the pained 
desperation of such Crimethinc stalwarts 
as The Spectacle and Zegota, The Gift 
have created something that I haven’t 
heard for some time. A bleak, tormented 


record just oozing a fervently DIY 
attitude. Harrowing female vocals that 
range from death rock moans to soaring 
darkwave melodies to blackened-crust 
howls. Effective, repetitive (in a great 
way) instrumentation that builds to 
feverish, furious climaxes and perfectly 
conveys the emotion set forth in the 
vocals. This should appeal to both 
fans of modem cmst (ala Appalachian 
Terror Unit/etc.) as well as ‘90s “emo” 
hardcore (ala the aforementioned bands, 
as well as Shotmaker, Drift, Anomie, 
etc.). An incredible record. Wow. -Dave 
Williams (Amor Y Lucha) 

GIUDA: Racey Roller: LP 

First off, it is aesthetically necessary 
for you to realize that this band’s name 
is not pronounced “GWEE-da,” nor is 
it “gee-OO-da,” “GWI-da,” “gee-eye- 
OO-da,” nor any such thing. The band’s 
name is pronounced “JOO-da,” and is, 
apparently, Italian for “Judas” ((which 
begs the question of whether fans 
occasionally yell “DYLAN!” their way 
duringperiods ofmoral disgruntlement)). 
Their bag, if you will, is to strip-mine 
the velvet tinmine of early-to-mid 70’s 
glitter rock, which isn’t a half-bad idea, 
because i’ve always liked bands like 
Sweet, Slade, Mud and T. Rex ((well, 
except for “Find Yourself A Rainbow” 
by Slade, i carved that one off my copy 
of the “Old, New, Borrowed & Blue” 
elpee with a steak knife when i bought 
the album as a cut-out as a fourteen- 
year-old, several years past its expiration 
date in 1979)), and my dad would never 
let me watch SuperSonic on whatever 
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weekend late night it was on, probably 
because, quite frankly, he thought it was 
kinda too gay to have on in the house, 
and households usually only had one 
teevee back in the 70’s, so what can ya 
do??)), so, like most other Americans 
my age or younger, the whole UK 
glitter thing is a scene which i have, in 
large part, observed thru the rear view 
mirror of history ((and someone else’s 
rear view mirror at that)). And, further, 
whilst various musical ensembles often 
STATE that they want to, er, rip these 
bands off ((in the nicest way)), it is 
kinda rare that these bands are ripped off 
effectively or successfully, really. I state 
emphatically, and with gusto, that Giuda 
have done a fuckin’ SUPERLATIVE 
job of ripping these bands off! From 
the magnificent faux-import packaging 
((what, no Jem Records sticker??)) to 
the spot-on faux Chapman-Chinn ((Phil 
Wainwright?)) production-isms and the 
title itself ((name-dropping both late- 
stage Chapman-Chinn prodigies Racey 
and the Bay City Rollers, don’tcha 
know)), this glorious slab captures the 
outward form of its subject matter as 
well as anyone’d have a right to expect 
((except for the Arial Black on the front 
cover. Fuck you, Arial Black)), and, as 
far as i can tell, this kinda music is about 
as what-you-see-is-what-you-get at it 
gets, so he who controls the outward 
form controls the entire situation, IMO. 
So far so good. Now, where it starts to 
get slightly weird is here: This album 
is, indeed, an album ((stop me if this is 
going too quickly for you)). Amazingly, 
there really is not a great UK Glitter 


((“Junkshop?” ok, if you say so)) Rock 
album from the 70’s that acts as a 
template for The Way Things Ought To 
Be in these cases. There just isn’t. The 
first album from Sweet - a band whom i 
consider the gold standard for all else of 
their ilk - was a bunch of wuss pop songs 
on which i don’t think they even played 
most of their instruments, Monkees- 
style. They then released a string of the 
fabbest glitter-glam singles known to 
man - “Little Willy” “Wig-Warn Bam” 
“Blockbuster” “Hell Raiser” “Ballroom 
Blitz” “Teenage Rampage” ((stretch a 
little bit and you can toss the Japanese 
b-side “Rebel Rouser” in there for 
good measure)) - and, by the time they 
released their second album, they were 
already veering towards a “we’re sick 
of releasing strings of the fabbest glitter- 
glam singles known to man” hard rock 
vector. In other words, NO ALBUM 
WAS ACTUALLY RECORDED 
during Sweet’s most vital period, circa 
1973. The blueprint for “Racey Roller” 
was never actually created. We have to 
go off hunches and approximations. So, 
looking at my hunch/approximations 
- T. Rex’s “Electric Warrior,” Slade’s 
“Slayed?,” Sweet’s first US elpee 
((itself a compilation of various singles, 
like their first UK album, but unlike it in 
that said singles did not suck)) - i can 
say with some assurance that the only 
thing this record lacks is one really, 
really, really, really, REALLY good 
song. I mean, they’ve got the “Bang 
A Gong”-ish cockshaker, they’ve got 
“Back Home” which, by dint of dink- 
dink-dink piano, sounds like a glam 


version of the Boys ((without sounding 
like the Hollywood Brats)), they’ve 
even got the title track instrumental 
which sounds like what would’ve 
happened if Chapman & Chinn would 
have gotten their hands on one of 
those instrumentals from the second 
Buzzcocks album ((“Walking Distance” 
i’m thinking)). But the BIG HIT - the 
creme de la creme de la slam de la glam 

- is, on obviously highly meticulous 
inspection, absent. These guys have no 
“Ballroom Blitz,” no “Gudbuy T’Jane,” 
no “Tiger Feet.” They try to position 
“Number 10” - the “Bang A Gong”- 
ish cockshaker of previous mention 

- as a legit album-leader-offer song; the 
song is great and all, but it’s not THAT 
great ((and what is “you’re a number 
ten” supposed to MEAN, anyway? Do 
they mean, like, a PERFECT ten or 
something? I don’t know about where 
you come from, but where i come from, 
a “number ten” means “a full 1/4 pound 
of fresh sliced medium rare roast beef 
provolone, lettuce, tomato, & mayo ”)). 
And wasn’t “Bang A Gong” the leadoff 
track on side TWO of “Electric Warrior” 
anyway? Dude, from what little we 
know about Glittery Junkshop albums, 
they ALWAYS have a big hit starting out 
side two! Meanwhile, Guida’s side-two- 
leader-offer, “Tartan Pants,” is merely 
ordinary, and sounds, minus the Bay 
City Rollers reference, like the kind of 
songs Sweet were trying to write when 
they weren’t interested in trying to write 
songs like the songs Giuda are trying 
to write. In any event, i am currently in 
the process of growing out my bangs 


like Dave Hill of Slade in this album’s 
honor, but i’m holding out on growing 
the Noddy Holder muttonchops until 
they DELIVER MY DAMN SOUL 
next time. BEST SONG: Tough call, but 
i t hink i’m in love with the title track. 
BEST SONG TITLE: “Tartan Pants” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: Some of these guys used to be in 
TAXI, so you know Jim Budds has gotta 
approve. -Rev. Norb (Dead Beat) 

GOD EQUALS GENOCIDE/LIBYANS: 
Split: 7"EP 

God Equals Genocide: What works for 
GEG is contrasts that balance. Sweet- 
but-unsatisfied. Snarly-but-uncomplainy. 
They play wonderfully dirty and sloppy 
yet their intentions couldn’t be more clear, 
their conscience more clean. When they 
play live, Danny and Adrian hootenanny 
between guitar and dmms, marking the 
middle of their set. On record, it happens 
within seconds! Who replaced the logo of 
the Bananas where the dove is supposed 
to be at the end of the bayonet on my 
Discharge record? Never Again] Libyans: 
Gnashing, beaks-a-pecking, smart-not- 
damning hardcore with flourishes that 
give hint s that not only has Crass been 
a consideration and guiding hand, but 
so are Wire and the Wipers. Has a nice 
strangulated-yet-gallopy tension. Sorta 
like reaching really high on the top of a 
ladder for some high-hanging fruit and 
not frilly retaining your balance while 
wearing a well-worn Bags T-shirt... as a 
band sound. Some of the strongest tracks 
ever from both bands. -Todd (Shock To 
The System / Dirt Cult) 
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GUERRILLEROS DE NADIE: 

Intolerancia: 7" 

Angry, bilingual (Spanish and English), 
and very straightforward punk rock 
from Miami. The guitar playing could 
use a bit of work, but the vocals sound 
like they’re going to jump out of the 
stereo and choke you until your eyeballs 
pop out of your head and explode at the 
ends of their stalks. I think I bruised my 
Adam’s apple listening to this. -MP 
Johnson (Suburban White Trash) 

GUNNAR HANSEN/U.T.I.: Split: LP 

Gunnar Hansen: Final recording from this 
short-lived Hamilton, Ontario, Canada 
band that broke up in 2008. Only previous 
output was their debut 7”. Sad since they 
had that hardcore energy of early Fucked 
Up that I liked mixed with an energy akin 
to Negative Approach meets Cause for 
Alarm-era Agnostic Front. A dual guitar 
attack that uses hard-charging chords 
to their advantage mixes well with the 
thundering and precise-sounding bass. 
U.T.I.: Readers who follow my lackluster 
writings know I love female vocalists. 
So a gold star from me. But the vocals 
here really blew me away. The best I 
could describe it would be a female 
Nick Blinko from Rudimentary Peni. So 
manic and over-the-top delivery. Having 
a solid band behind her also captures 
my attention. Fast-charging punk rock 
that can change speed on a dime. Good 
recording production adds to the power. 
They had an appearance on the Toronto s 
Burning comp from the same label. I 
need to reexamine their tracks. Hate 
to pick sides, but this one was clearly 


the w inn er for me. Hope more is in the 
horizon. -Donofthedead (Schizophrenic) 

HOLY MESS, THE: Self-titled: CD 

I seriously don’t know whether it’s the 
mood I’m in lately, or that I somehow 
lucked into a small knot of above 
average poppy punk stuff, but this falls 
definitely wit hin said knot. The feel is 
more mid/late-’90s or maybe even early 
00s, with “whoahs” in effect with guitars 
more in barre chord mode instead of the 
odd fingering currently in vogue. Can’t 
say I’m all that hip to the perpetually 
strained vocals, but more often than not 
they work in the context of the songs, 
which themselves are pretty well thought 
out with interesting changes and hooks 
aplenty. -Jimmy Alvarado (Red Scare) 

HULLS, THE: Self-titled: CD-R EP 

Four piece punk rock from New 
Haven, CT that pays homage to the 
classics but still puts its own spin on 
the sound. “Worker’s Song” has a 
Clash-like feel. “Everything Changes” 
is my favorite tune on this too-short 
release. The last song is a slight 
reworking of a Cock Sparrer favorite. 
This mini-album shows promise. Keep 
on fightin’ the good fight gentlemen. 
-Sean Koepenick (Self-released) 

HUSSY, THE: 

Cement Tomb Mind Control: LP 

I’ve gone on record as saying that one of 
the things i will miss least about the 00’s 
is two-person bands ((ESPECIAFFY 
mixed-gender two-person bands)), but 
there is enough stuff i like here for me 


to consider The Hussy as the harbinger 
of the Next Big Thing ((mixed gender 
two-person bands, yay! )) as opposed to 
the last dregs of last Next Big Thing That 
Was ((mixed gender two-person bands, 
ick!)). The frequent spatial loneliness 
my eardmms often feel at the hands of 
two-person bands is anticipated and 
often counteracted by fairly frequent 
guitar/tambourine/etc. overdubs, and 
the performance and songwriting plows 
a swank trench somewhere between 
Shannon & The Clams and what Davila 
666 songs might sound like if they were 
played by a two-person duo consisting 
of a male guitarist and female drummer 
((hmm...no examples come to mind)) 
and sung in Wisconsinese, in which i 
am reputedly fluent. I recommend you 
pick up a copy for personal use; nobody 
likes someone who’s down with Other 
People’s Hussy! BEST SONG: “Wrong/ 
Right” BEST SONG TITLE: Maybe 
“Odd Duck?” FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: The little superscript 
crosses that are used in place of asterisks 
on the back cover have been cleverly 
inverted. -Rev. Norb (Slow Fizz) 

IN DEFENCE: 

Party Lines and Politics: CD 

I’ve teetered on both sides of the fence 
with these guys. The first release, a split 
with Guns ‘n’ Rosa Parks, did fiickall for 
me. The next one I came across, Don’t 
Know How to Breakdance, was a tad 
more appealing, but ultimately swayed 
me in neither direction. This one has me 
grudgingly admitting that yes, they are 
pretty good at what they do. The metal is 


ratcheted up much more than I remember 
it being prior, which is usually a detriment 
with me. In this case, however, the result 
is an album that comes off as a less quasi- 
xenophobic heir to SOD’s Speak English 
or Die , tempering pointed commentary 
about things like Monsanto’s attempts 
at copyrighting and monopolizing the 
process of growing food, homophobia, 
and the corporate-welfare state with 
humor, as well as odes to old ‘80s new 
wave bands and gay heavy metal heroes 
(cf. “The Police Are Fuckin’ Rad!” and 
“Reinventing Rob Halford”). Lotsa 
good, zippy, angry ftin to be found here. 
For what it’s worth, you’ve won me over, 
guys, and yes, your allegiance to tacos 
played an integral part in my conversion. 
Play often, play loud. -Jimmy Alvarado 
(Profane Existence) 

INSANITY DEFENSE: 

Epitaph 1982-85: CD 

A compendium of recorded material 
from a N. Y. band that existed during the 
period identified in the title. The opening 
salvo of tracks, from the Grudge Against 
the World demo, stick primarily to the 
tried and true circa-’82 thrash-o-rama 
sound, and they’re quite proficient at 
it, zipping along nice ‘n’ tight. The 
remaining stuff, from ‘85’s Pilgrim 
State LP, shows marked progression 
in structure without sacrificing speed 
when they get a good head of steam 
going. Lots of tempo changes, creative 
structuring, and a clear effort are made 
to not to fall into the dreaded “generic 
hardcore” well of misery. One o’ those 
bands that managed to slip by my ears 
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back in their heyday. It was nice to get 
a chance to catch up on what I missed. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Welfare) 

INVALIDS, THE: Still Sick: CD 

A new thirteen-song album by this long- 
running Santa Rosa, California band 
featuring members of Fifteen, American 
Heartbreak, The Upsets, and Cropduster. 
The Invalids do a tremendous job 
channeling ‘77 punk with a snot rock 
sound and attitude that bears a strong 
resemblance to acts such as Sloppy 
Seconds, Screeching Weasel, and the 
Vindictives. The only missteps on the 
record occur when they deviate from the 
formula by slowing things down, like 
the fourth track, “The Party,” that briefly 
kills the infectious energy prevalent on 
the rest of this record. They nearly make 
the same mistake on the seventh song, 
“Bad Muse News,” but it saves itself 
with an appealing doo wop-influenced 
chorus. However, these minor flaws 
can be forgiven in the context of eleven 
other songs that come off without a 
hitch. -Jake Shut (Saint Rose) 

INVALIDS, THE: Still Sick: CD 

Ramones/Queers derivative pop punk 
with the requisite nasally, obnoxious 
vocals. They’re proficient with their 
instruments, but stuff like this is a 
penny a dozen at this point. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Saint Rose) 

JANITOR: 

Exterminate My Generation: 7" 

For some reason, I feel like I have heard 
this before. My intuition was correct. I 


had heard this before. Looked online 
to get some info and I saw a picture 
of this band’s discography CD. I had 
reviewed this for Flipside Fanzine, I 
believe, before its demise. Dug through 
the CD collection and there it was. This 
7” contains the first eight songs, which 
was a session recorded between 1998 
and 1999. Comparing the record and the 
CD, the record is grittier, with a heavier 
sound that I would expect from vinyl. 
The band was based in Houston and 
only lasted a few years in the late ‘90s. 
But what they produced was a strong 
hardcore punk sound that was fierce 
and charging. Well executed and short, 
to-the-point songs. Vocals are delivered 
with a harsh yell that are accompanied 
by background support by the band 
on the choruses. Forgot how good this 
band was. Glad this made me pull the 
CD out again from the monstrosity of 
what I call my music collection. They 
really had great material. If you blinked, 
this release would have not been sensed 
by your radar. It sold out quick. I know 
I did and never would have known 
of its release. A record nerd-worthy 
package. Only one hundred pressed 
with a silkscreened fold over cover, obi, 
and red colored vinyl. -Donofthedead 
(Agro-Wax) 

JJ AND THE REAL JERKS: 

High Anxiety Society: 7" 

It’s always nice to get something for 
review that you were planning on 
picking up anyway. Even better when 
it turns out to be great! JJ And The 
Real Jerks play fantastic, mid tempo 


punk’n’roll that is really well done. 
“High Anxiety Society” is a great 
punk tune with a great chorus, and the 
other two tunes are good as well. This 
recording features Greg Kuehn of the 
Joneses on keys on one tune. Fans of 
that band or similarly-minded folks 
like Weaklings or Dragons—or really 
any of the Junk Records bands—will 
wanna be all over this. Here’s hoping 
they tour so I can see ‘em and sing 
along one of these days. -Mike Frame 
(Kung Pao Chicken Pickin’) 

JOE JACK TALCUM & THE POWDERS 
/ SAMUEL LOCKE WARD & THE BOO 
HOOS: Just Add Tears: LP 

I can’t imagine life without The Dead 
Milkmen. From junior high onwards, 
Milk men lyrics consumed a ton of my 
mental space. Joe Jack Talcum wasn’t 
the lead singer of the Dead Milkmen, but 
he sang some of their best known songs, 
including “Dean’s Dream,” “Methodist 
Coloring Book,” and “Punk Rock Girl.” 
I only saw the Milkmen live once back in 
the day in 1993 and they totally kicked 
ass. Their recent reunion shows I saw in 
Philly and Baltimore weren’t nearly as 
incredible, but Joe Jack Talcum always 
blows me away live when he tours solo. 
His sets feature a mix of old hits, as well 
as a slew of originals. He often performs 
acoustic, but the addition of backing band 
The Powders make the songs on this split 
all the more rocking. Talcum’s sense of 
humor s hin es through on each track, 
which Milkmen fans won’t want to miss. 
The flip side is from prolific Iowa City 
musical wizard Samuel Locke Ward, and 


it’s an awesome display of aggressive 
silliness, in the vein of The Bananas from 
Sacramento. Limited to just 500 copies, 
this LP includes a digital download and 
comes housed in a neat silkscreened 
cover. Don’t be a dick by only listening 
to it digitally. Vinyl is meant to be played, 
not shelved. -Art Ettinger (Grotto, 
grottorecords.blogspot.com) 

JOE Q CITIZEN: 

With No Due Respect...: CD 

This band is from San Jose, CA, and 
contains ex-members of the well-liked 
deftmct band Whiskey Sunday. On this 
effort, they crank out eleven songs of 
tuneful, melodic punk. While they don’t 
exactly share the same sound, I can 
definitely hear a Descendents influence 
here, especially in the vocal melodies 
(although the vocal delivery is far more 
gruff than Milo ever was). It’s a decent 
effort, and I’ll be curious to see how they 
mature as a band. -Mark Twistworthy 
(L’ecurie, lecurie.ca/musique.php) 

JOEY MOLINARO: The Inalienable 
Dreamless and We: LP 

This instrumental debut album melds 
grindcore and math rock with the vio lin . 
Joey, a former public school orchestra 
teacher, utilizes the higher notes of his 
violin and foot percussion to create 
an anxious soundtrack that belongs in 
a Darren Aronofsky flick. This is the 
violin as you’ve never heard it before: 
disorienting, nefarious discord paired 
with thrashy guitar riffs. If that doesn’t 
pique your interest, this is only a fraction 
of the Molinaro experience. During 
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live performances, Joey uses visual 
projections of handwritten thoughts and/ 
or performance art to add a backdrop to 
his music. That said, just listening to the 
record is like getting only half of the story. 
I recommend checking out Joey’s website 
where he has clips of his performances 
to fully appreciate his work. -Kristen K. 
(Inverted Music Company) 

JUKE JOINT PIMPS / GOSPEL PIMPS: 
Boogie the Church Down: CD 

From what I’m able to glean, one band 
is the alter ego of the other, with the 
“Juke” representing the secular, sinful 
side and the “Gospel” the quasi-sacred 
side, including what is purported to be a 
bona fide gospel choir. While the vocals 
are sometimes not quite as strong as they 
need to be to really sell the style, the 
music itself is a spot-on mix of swampy 
blues that, at times, comes damned close 
to conjuring the ghosts of How lin ’ Wolf 
and John Lee Hooker. -Jimmy Alvarado 
(Voodoo Rhythm) 

JUNK: Alright: 1" 

The Junk make me think of rat bikes and 
choppers. Knowledgeable miscreants 
who take limited resources, cut off all 
the unnecessaries—all the gingerbread 
and fenders and guitar solos—to pure, 
quick-shifting, tire-spinning function. 
True rat bikes focus on the inward 
beauty and mechanical soundness, not 
bolt-on chrome or dentist-and-lawyer- 
approved paint jobs, not bright cartoons 
puffed up as motorcycles. The Junk are 
loud, running straight pipes, there’s no 
back seat, and the only chrome-like 


substance is the fillings in their teeth, 
exposed as they point and laugh in joy 
as they tear ass down the freeway when 
the straights and squares are stuck in 
traffic. Pure punk played well, with a 
sense of swagger and fun. Is true OC 
punk peeking its head back up again? I 
hope so. -Todd (Hostage) 

KARYSUN: Until the End: CD 

Until the End doesn’t waste any time. As 
soon as the album is on, you plummet 
into some deep bass doom with the 
song “Cops Pigs Murders.” The guttural 
vocals deliver the lyrics to an almost 
masochistic degree of feeling: “Under 
their cleanness they’re becoming soldiers 
/ under my calmness I’m becoming 
destructive / war is on, the state put me 
on the side of hate.” This sets the tone 
for the rest of the album. The tempo is 
usually a slow, bass-heavy, plodding rage 
but they fuck with hardcore, metal, and 
crust to keep things interesting. In spite 
of all the genres that I hear, it avoids the 
trite by-the-book trappings of any of 
them. The vocals are angry and throat- 
shredding, defying the apathy of stoned 
doom fans or the genre-damaged and 
insincere politics of cmst. Karysun are 
so angry and heartfelt that there’s no 
doubting their sincerity. Take the lyrics to 
“Carved for Consumption”: “In despair, 
we trust anybody / we trust anything / 
In despair, we are ready to play any role 
in their game / to accept any illusion to 
escape reality.” While maybe not super 
poetic, they are delivered with such ire 
that they demand to be taken seriously. 
Until the End makes me want to go 


out and set cop cars on fire, but, more 
importantly, it makes me want to stay 
involved in the struggle and shakes me 
out of my passivity. I’m tempted to end 
this review with something like “see you 
at the riot,” but I won’t, because Karysun 
will probably actually be there. -Craven 
Rock (Destructure, karysun.com) 

K-HOLES: Self-titled: LP 

Sounds like this would be the perfect 
soundtrack for a David Lynch film, 
where everything goes horribly weird 
and wrong, existing just this side of hell. 
Think of a microwaved Birthday Party 
and Scratch Acid, with some garage rock 
thrown in. Plodding and lurching, pianos 
for atmosphere, and is that a clarinet I 
hear? This music doesn’t beat you over 
the head to get your attention. Instead, 
it requires a longer attention span and 
pulls you in with its seductive dark side. 
Allowing yourself to do so pays off. “Step 
N Fetch” is nearly poppy, contrasted with 
the song “Native Tongues” like “Swamp 
Fire,” which oozes and plods all at once. 
This is racking up miles on the turntable 
in these later summer days. -M.Avrg 
(Hozac, hozacrecords.com) 

KICKER: Broke:l" EP 

The A-side is a two-chord anthem 
for every aging punk rocker whose 
body’s too pooped to pogo, but their 
souls are still stage divin’. Seein’ as 
those responsible hail from bands 
like Filth, Neurosis, and Dystopia, 
I think it might be a bit more truth 
buried in the humor. The B-side has 
a short bit of virulence directed on 


an unnamed annoying person and a 
cover of SOA’s “Public Defender.” 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Inimical) 

KICKER: Innit: EP 

Pete the Roadie backed by members 
from Filth, Neurosis, and Dystopia. 
Stylistically, this is a little more in 
line with Filth than the other two, 
heavier, bands. Speedy punk rock with 
some interesting and humorous lyrics 
(“Wrong Things”). I do like “Two 
Hats,” especially for the lines: “It’s time 
to close your university / And send you 
where work makes you free.” Whoa! - 
M.Avrg (Tankcrimes, tankcrimes.com) 

LANDLORD: Beneath the Wheel. LP 

Confession time. Like anyone else, I 
only have so much time on my hands. 
I’m a big fan of Dear Landlord. Then 
about six months/a year, later after Dead 
Landlord had homesteaded in my ears, I 
heard about a band called Landlord. This 
doesn’t make sense, but I decided right 
then that I only had enough room in my 
brain and turntable for one Landlord 
band and made the pass on their previous 
efforts. I am a lucking idiot. I know 
this. Humans are irrational. Beneath 
the Wheel's like mold behind a wall; 
the effects accumulate from extended 
exposure. First couple listens, I thought 
of the Cheap Girls—that restraint and 
mid-tempos. I thought of a brother band 
to the Hot New Mexicans. Mellow but 
not sleepy. Not shitty. I thought of some 
‘70s rock that didn’t fuckin’ blow (with 
passing flashes of the Beach Boys). I 
thought of singer-songwriters I didn’t 
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want to punch in the face and smash 
their guitars over the egos. Landlord’s 
lead singer has a wavery, watery voice. 
I thought of all the indie rock I’m glad I 
don’t know, but these dudes probably do. 
I get the best of that world; the distilled 
shit because I don’t know my Antioch 
Arrow from my Built To Spill from 
my Modest Mouse. I found out that if 
I just relaxed, cleared up my schedule, 
unclenched my jaw, and let the record 
soak into me like a bath tub of iced tea, 
that was the ticket. For me, it’s “Whoah, 
buddy, settle down. I don’t wanna think 
no mores” music... Now if I can just 
find the time to get around to Witches, 
who suffered from Witches With Dicks 
coming out before them... One thing at 
a time... (Okay, total fuckin’ tangent. I 
wish bands would somewhere kick back 
or thanks list the authors they reference. 
Beneath the Wheel was a Herman Hesse 
book, where the lead character drowns 
in a river after a night of heavy drinking. 
It’s no Skippy Dies, but it’s a pretty good 
book.) -Todd (Recess) 

LEMURIA/CHEAP GIRLS: Split: 7" 

Lemuria: The cute-o-meter is pegged, 
the needle blipping into outright 
preciousness at times. But instead 
of developing musical diabetes or 
knitting a sweater for a posi-hug take 
on the world, I believe in Lemuria’s 
earnestness. And their two songs are 
catchy. Somewhere between The 
Unlovables, Defiance, OH, and Full 
Of Fancy? (My sweet-voiced, almost 
indie-pop collection isn’t vast.) Cheap 
Girls: I lived in one apartment for five 


years. Shit carpet. Fibers everywhere. 
When I moved and removed the clock 
in the living room, where a pin on the 
back touched the wall, it formed this 
elegant, intricate shadow of dust on 
the wall. The Cheap Girls songs smoke 
and smolder and get into everything 
around them. Cumulative effect. They 
dissipate and cloud, slowly staining 
everything they touch. That’s power 
and grace. Nice split. Good-surprised. 
-Todd (No Idea) 

LIEUTENANT: Self-titled: LP 

Imagine if the ‘88 straight-edge bands 
had more depth, and sang about things 
of merit, instead of their adherence to 
“the edge” and their “crew.” Though 
not a straight-edge band, Lieutenant 
definitely have that early youth crew 
influence. They sort of remind me 
of Youth Of Today, only Lieutenant 
aren’t a cheese fest. May be a little bit 
of Infest in there without being a clone 
band. The vocals are bellowed, a cross 
between Tony Erba, Ray Cappo, and 
Big Jim MacNaughton. The music is 
blazing and the guitar strips flesh off 
the bone from less than five paces. 
“Rally the Troops” is an absolute 
scorcher. Rapid fire delivery and 
intense as fuck. In fact, they really hit 
their stride from that song on to the end 
with “Do Not Remove the Tag.” I like 
the untitled instrumentals that close out 
each side as well. Changes the mood, 
but not the flow. This is one record 
you should really own. So damn good 
it’s not funny. -M.Avrg (Peterwalkee, 
peterwalkeerecords.com) 


MAN WITHOUT PLAN: Sounds Too 
Loud, Lights Too Bright: LP 

After a five year hiatus, the latest from 
this Brooklyn trio is here. For those 
following their thirteen year career and 
wondering if they tweaked their sound, 
rest assured this is more of the same 
hardcore, post punk formula. Pulling 
from Fugazi and Bad Brains, these 
veterans bring melodic hooks, gang 
vocals, and automatic fire drums. Some 
of my favs include, “Circle the Block,” 
“Theam,” and “Demon Gold.” If you 
need to liven up your record collection, 
pick this up. -Kristen K. (Dead Broke) 

MEERCAZ: Self-titled: LP 

This LP collects demos from a young 
rock prodigy named Muslim Delgato. 
According to the liner notes, Delgato 
has covered a lot of ground with a lot 
of different musicians. I am sometimes 
dubious of records that have too 
much story behind them or that cite 
The Stooges and MC5 as influences, 
but this album does contain a load of 
overdriven, Detroit-influenced rock and 
roll. Nothing particularly stands out, but 
the whole album sounds awesome when 
turned up loud. Fuzzy guitars and raw 
innocence make this album a keeper. 
-Billups Allen (Tic Tac Totally) 

MEINHOF: 8 Drops of Blood: CD 

Gruff female vocals, a sly adherence to 
the Discharge template (took a couple o’ 
songs before I noticed that’s what they 
were doin’), and a production that keeps 
the guitars loud and the tunes punchy. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Nikt Nic Nie Wie) 


MIDWEST BEAT, THE: 

Back to Mono:!" 

I present to you the song “Back to Mono” 
as your new power pop anthem and 
the best song you’ll hear this summer. 
Goddamn is that a songl I’ve heard 
raves about The Midwest Beat but never 
heard ‘em until this EP. Released on 
Eradicator Records from Bloomington, 
IN (my town), so hopefully they’ll 
swing through here. They even cover 
The Hussy’s “Sexi Lady.” The Midwest 
is alright! -Sal Lucci (Eradicator) 

MIKAL CRONIN: Self-titled: CD 

A solo release by a guy in an OC band 
called the Moonhearts. Its base is trashy 
‘60s rock, I reckon, but he tosses a lotta 
great ingredients into the pot to sweeten 
things up—punk, surf, maybe a bit o’ 
Jesus & Mary Chain/Medicine type 
noisemongering, and even some Beach 
Boys harmonies. Songs are strong and 
well executed. Good, solid listen all the 
way ‘round. -Jimmy Alvarado (Trouble 
in Mind, troubleinmindrecs.com) 

MISCHIEF BREW: 

The Stone Operation: CD 

I’ve known of Mischief Brew for years, 
actively listened to their recent pseudo¬ 
split/collaboration with Guignol, and 
even have a couple of older albums 
I remember liking well enough, but 
this release has taken my admiration 
of the band to a new level. To sum up 
the sound, the best approximation is 
circus and gypsy-inspired folk punk. 
Think World/Inferno’s busking-inclined 
cousins, especially with all the old 
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world style instrumentation that shows 
up: banjos, fiddles, and accordions. 
The one-two punch of album openers 
“A Lawless World” and “Three-Chord 
Circus” is supreme, with the latter song 
definitely getting a place on my best of 
2011 list. Lyrically, the band—and singer 
Erik Petersen in particular—really keeps 
things in the tradition of left wing protest 
troubadours of the past like Woodie 
Guthrie and Pete Seeger, had they been 
raised on punk records. There’s not a lame 
track on this album, so this is definitely 
worth picking up. Extra punk points for 
covering one of Nick Blinko’s ramblings 
from Cacophony. -Adrian (Fistolo) 

MISSING MONUMENTS: 

Painted White: LP 

King Louie’s been in so many bands 
that it probably would be quicker to 
just name the bands he hasn’t been in, 
and yet, even with this gigantic treasure 
trove of previous data from which to 
draw reference material, all i can really 
think to say is that this sounds a lot like 
a Gentleman Jesse album ((which is, of 
course, a good thing indeed)), except the 
singing sounds a little bit more like Blitz, 
the playing is slightly less refined, and 
the whole shebang is just a few handfuls 
of buckshot rawer than a Gentleman 
Jesse offering, which, to me, suggests 
that this rootsy and indelicate power-pop 
((i guess)) offering is the first Romantics 
album to the slick Get the Knack of the 
Gentleman Jesse & His Men album. 
And THAT, King Louie, is what i like 
about you. Well, that and the fact that you 
were great in The Jungle Book. BEST 


SONG: I was originally thinking the hit, 
“It’s Like XTC,” but now i am nudging 
towards the rocker, “Hot Class.” BEST 
SONG TITLE: “It’s Like XTC” BEST 
LINE: The one about the crickets kissing, 
or maybe the thing about the slashed 
brakeline. FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRTVTA FACT: Louis Prima was the 
voice of King Louie, because Disney 
thought that using Louis Armstrong’s 
voice for an ape mighta come off as 
racist. -Rev. Norb (Douchemaster) 

MURDERER'S ROW: 

The Bully Breed: CD 

This is some really badly played street 
punk with double guitars. Said guitars 
do solos and leads, all of which suck. 
They steal a Bruce Springsteen quote 
here as well, “I got bills no honest man 
can pay.” These guys throw in “and 
debt,” but that doesn’t fix it. If anything, 
it proves they don’t know what bills are. 
In this same song (“Piss Poor Working 
Class”) the singer yells out, “The wife is 
always bitching, says I drink too much.” 
You probably do, which is why you’re 
broke. These guys are just delusional: 
“they call us modem Vikings.” No, they 
don’t. Nobody has ever called you that. 
Your songs are about having a shitty 
job, staring at the clock, and being a 
drunk... do you honestly believe that’s 
what being a modem Viking is? Man, 
Zimmerman was right. The times are 
a-changin’. There are Vikings rolling 
in their graves, but not the ones who 
got sent out in boats and then burned, 
because they don’t really have graves. 
-Rene Navarro (Durty Mick) 


NARC OUT THE REDS: "Pawn mower " 
b/w "Leak in the Disease":T 

Man, I hear a lotta folks comparing these 
dudes to the Foo Fighters, and I just 
don’t see it (or hear it, as it were). I guess 
the Foos are the only connection most 
people have to what we woulda called 
“alternative” music back in the ‘90s. For 
my money, NOTR sound a heckuva lot 
like Shudder To Think, if Shudder To 
T hin k rocked a lot harder, made way 
better use of dynamics, and laid off the 
movie soundtrack crap. Head honcho 
Chris Baratono describes Narc Out The 
Reds as “paranoid pop,” and while I’d 
quibble with the “pop” designation (this 
is quite clearly “rock” music, and yeah, 
there is a big difference, regardless of 
how melodic said rock may be), the 
vocals can certainly sound unbalanced 
(in a good way!). They occasionally 
remind me of long lost ‘90s band Ruth 
Ruth, who had similarly paranoid¬ 
sounding vocal stylings. I’m diggin’ this 
two-song 7” quite a bit more than their 
first EP (Last year’s ...Are on the Run, 
also on GTG records) and I think you 
can attribute that one hundred percent 
to the fact that this is an actual band 
recording, and not a studio creation like 
the last one. Baratono snagged himself 
a hell of a rhythm section (they cut their 
teeth in a thrash band together) and it 
really shows on these two songs. They 
lay down a nice tight bed for the songs 
to sit on and it makes all the difference. 
I believe they also recorded these tunes 
essentially live to tape, which is the way 
the good lord intended it to be. If you 
dig catchy rock and roll tunes with a 


lotta twists and turns to ‘em, then you 
oughta check out Narc Out The Reds. 
-Ryan Horky (Good Time Gang) 

NIGHT BIRDS: Fresh Kills Mol. 7: CD 

Hot damn! If there isn’t one band this 
year that I just can’t shut up about, it’s 
Night Birds. A bunch of great singles, a 
couple of great shows, and I am a fan 
for life! In case you missed my drooling 
reviews in previous issues of this very 
zine, then I’ll give you the lowdown. 
Some rad dudes from the East Coast 
decided to get together and play a very 
Southern California style of beach 
punk. There are flashes of everything 
I love in that department. The urgency 
of Adolescents, the tube rider twang 
of East Bay Ray, the raw “my beach, 
my rules” attack of Smogtown (or any 
number of Hostage Records stable). 
Through all of this, they manage to 
sound distinct. Well summer just got a 
little better because it’s getting too hot 
to stay cooped up listening to vinyl 
during the day. Thankfully, all of those 
shredding singles (and their demo tape) 
are collected here on a shiny, disposable 
disc to pop in the deck and head for the 
beach! This is my soundtrack until the 
new LP is out this fall! -Ty Stranglehold 
(Grave Mistake) 

NIGHTGAUN: Absurdity of Meaning: EP 

Crazed, out of control, raw hardcore 
punk with some great black metal- 
influenced vocals. Everything on 
here really is a mess: from the shitty 
artwork to the reckless disregard for 
“musicianship.” No plan. No structure. 
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Just play to destroy. Sounds fucking 
great to me. -Juan Espinosa (Primitive 
Future, nightgaun82@gmail.com) 

NO PROBLEM: And Now This: LP 

Pros and cons. On one hand, you’ve got 
a pretty smoking LP that sounds like a 
pitch-perfect melding of riff-heavy 
hardcore-leaning stuff like Career 
Suicide and early Fucked Up, and ‘70s 
Dangerhouse stuff. This is a seriously 
rad album, and fans of most of the rest 
of Deranged’s catalog will certainly 
be stoked. It’s solid. The questionable 
thing is that the album was produced 
by Jonah Falco—of, yep, Fucked Up 
and Career Suicide. Hell, And Now 
This was apparently recorded in the 
practice space those two bands share. 
I mean, both of those bands have 
penned some awesome songs, but it 
does beg the question just how much 
input Falco had in writing or arranging 
And Now This. I’d like to believe 
very little, but there are some striking 
similarities even beyond guitar tones 
and production styles. There are certain 
sonic tricks here that bring to mind 
both of those bands; certain repetitive 
lyrical phrasings and repetitions, the 
guitar line buried under the distortion 
in “Most Days.” What I mean is, these 
dudes really sound like Fucked Up at 
times. Hell, “Paranoid Times” sounds 
musically almost exactly like Fucked 
Up’s “Generation.” Taken solely on its 
own—and many would argue that as a 
reviewer that’s exactly what I should be 
doing— And Now This is a collection of 
undeniably great songs. But I’m also 


left to wonder just how heavily they’re 
wearing their influences here. -Keith 
Rosson (Deranged) 

NOISE NOISE NOISE: Buck Kuts: CD 

The tunes have moved a wee bit more 
down the Ramones end of the street 
since last we met—though that might 
also be a result of the better sound here, 
which is less “garage” than the last—but 
they have enough sense to avoid the pop 
punk clone trappings by keeping the 
songs a bit more creative in construction, 
dropping in other influences, and even 
being so bold as to drop in a full on 
“rock” tune now and again. Another 
solid outing from these cats. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Noise Noise Noise) 

OAK & BONE / LIKE WOLVES: Split: 7" 

Two drop-tuned hardcore bands. Metal 
without being jock, brutal without 
being formulaic. With their rock’n’roll 
overtones, Like Wolves are the more 
straightforward of the two, while Oak 
& Bone throw in some double bass 
pedal thunder. Something that blows 
my mind about reviewing records even 
now, years into the digital age, is the 
sense of just how big the DIY punk 
world is. There’s a photo of the bands 
and a couple dozen of their friends, and 
the thanks lists are a litany of bands, 
showspaces, and punkhouses that I’ve 
never heard of. Sure, I don’t get out as 
much as I used to, but everyone in those 
bands and spaces mean the world to one 
another, and they flourish, completely 
under the radar. It’s inspiring. -CT 
Terry (Barbarossa) 


OH SEES, THEE: Castlemania: LP 

John Dwyer’s Thee Oh Sees have really 
taken off. If you’re a skate rat, you’ll 
know that their last In The Red release 
(2010’s Warm Slime ) was heavily 
featured in Krooked’s 3D skate video. 
The band plays big festivals in Europe 
and gets reviewed in Pitchfork. It’s a 
nice change of pace to see a really good 
band “make it.” Castlemania, the group’s 
latest release, picks up where Warm 
Slime left off. The record was recorded 
by John Dwyer and Eric Bauer. The 
former’s lo-fi approach to production 
is still present on Castlemania. Dwyer 
plays pretty much all the instruments 
himself, with occasional help from Ty 
Segall (who pretty much plays all the 
instruments on his own records). Luckily, 
Dwyer is still under the influence of Syd 
Barrett and The Television Personalities’ 
Dan Treacy. Like Barrett, his phrasing is 
unique and there’s a storybook quality 
to Dwyer’s lyrics; some of his songs are 
almost appropriate for a kindergarten 
sing-a-long book. But like Barrett (or 
his lo-fi, punk-rock protege Treacy) 
there’s just something a bit off about 
them—take out the bit about being dead, 
and “I Need Seed” would fit nicely on 
a PBS program for kids. Castlemania 
transcends the psych-bumout of ‘68- 
’70 with elements of baroque pop and 
darker material (incidentally genres Nico 
explored throughout her career). “Idea 
for Rubber Dog” displays elements of 
early Roxy Music (“Bob (Medley)”). But 
the baroque-pop tracks really come alive 
with Brigid Dawson or Heidi Maureen 
Alexander on vocals. These songs are 


really the highlight of the record, with the 
odd minor chord thrown in (something 
Gene Clark was known for). If you love 
the Notorious Byrd Brothers, The Rose 
Garden’s self-titled record, and/or Bull 
of the Woods, pick this one up. -Ryan 
Leach (In The Red) 

OLD MAN MARKLEY: 

For Better for Worse: 7" 

When this band was described to 
me by a friend of mine, I felt it was 
pretty much the opposite of something 
I’d want to listen to. Seriously, how 
many fiddle, stand up bass, and banjo 
bands are out there these days? Well, 
I begrudgingly went, saw them play, 
and was an instant convert. This is 
just great twang music that is played 
really well. The countrified Screeching 
Weasel cover on the flipside is pretty 
damn fine, too! -Ty Stranglehold (Fat) 

PANGEA: Living Dummy: Cassette 

Another great release from what is 
currently one of my favorite bands. So 
many bands are going for that surfy 
early rock’n’roll with a slice of punk 
sound and failing miserably; it’s nice to 
see these guys hitting the nail right on 
the head long after its disappeared into 
the wood. Three of these fourteen tracks 
are from their previous release, which I 
don’t quite understand, but it’s a major 
plus if you don’t already have a copy 
of their self-released Hold My Hand 
CD. Solid dudes putting out some solid 
sounds. Highly recommended. -Rene 
Navarro (Burger) 
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PEOPLE AT PARTIES: 

"Say"/"Control": Flexi 7" 

Kat Jetson, who runs Project Infinity 
Records, is awesome. She puts out 
music that she loves. She treats her 
bands extremely honestly and really 
takes the extra steps to make her 
packaging special. This time out is 
the re-emergence of the flexi-single. 
(Flexis are one-sided, thin records that 
often came as tear-outs in magazines.) 
People At Parties play multi-layered 
dance music with synthesizers. I 
also imagine designer jeans and 
fashionable... uh, fashion. My frame 
of reference is limited, so pardon 
comparisons to the ‘80s that may 
be way off the contemporary mark: 
Depeche Mode, Yaz, Aimee Mann, and 
Ultravox. -Todd (Project Infinity) 

PETER STUBB: 

Piranha Death Groove: Cassette 

The sheer weirdness of the music on this 
cassette overcomes all the superficial 
strikes against it (cheesy pom samples 
between songs, logo blatantly ripped 
off from the band Death, etc). Simple, 
catchy guitar parts collide with growled 
vocals and dance beats. Songs start and 
end in the wrong places. I’m pretty 
sure I heard synthesized handclaps. Or 
is Peter Stubb a robot? Maybe he’s a 
robot werewolf. No, he is probably an 
alien with no concept of what music is 
supposed to sound like, because music 
is definitely not supposed to sound like 
this, and that’s what makes it rad. -MP 
Johnson (Let’s Pretend) 


PEZZ: The Wicked Leading the Blind:!" 

Woah, this was a surprise! I had no 
clue this band was still playing music 
but was a big fan in the late ‘90s. But 
while I’m happy to see this band is still 
releasing records, this three-song 7” 
is all over the place. Side A features 
the title track, a mid-tempo song 
with dueling vocals and thick guitars 
that would be right at home on a Fat 
Wreck Chords comp in the mid-’90s. 
Not bad. Then the first song on side 
B threw me for a loop. Bordering on 
hardcore, but totally misses the mark. It 
kind of reminds me of Sing the Sorrow 
era AFI... not a good thing. Surprising 
for a band in which most the members 
went on to form Bury The Living! The 
second song on side B is a total jammer 
that sounds like how I remember this 
band sounding! Leatherface worship 
is never a bad thing when done right. 
If this were a one-sided 7” that just 
included the third song, I’d be totally 
satisfied. -Chris Mason (Fat Sandwich, 
fatsandwichrecords .com) 

PLATES: Taking Pictures of Poor 
People: 7" EP 

A-Side: L7-style hypnotic sludge 
riffin’ with a dude who sounds like he 
listened to a lot of Second Wind. B-side 
has two more tracks that are nary a whit 
faster, but definitely heavier. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Feral Kid) 

POLICE TEETH: 

Awesomer than the Devil: LP 

One of the most interesting things 
about a piece of vinyl is how it forces 


you to consider the cover. A picture 
of a bobble Jesus, next to a bobble 
luchador, shot with the color palette 
of a Small Brown Bike record. It 
definitely gave me an impression right 
from the start (i.e.: this band is going to 
have some Fugazi influence). Though 
it turns out I was correct, these guys 
deliver more than enough interesting 
riffs to show that they can stand on 
their own two feet. While the songs 
can get a bit long at times (forgive 
me, I have a short attention span), this 
disc is pretty solid. B+. -Bryan Static 
(Latest Flame) 

POOR LILY: Self-titled: CD 

Poor Lily is doing a throwback 
Minutemen meets Fugazi says hello 
to the Dead Kennedys thing. It’s pretty 
good, as far as those things go. But my 
Ramones-addled brain wants a chorus, 
and a chorus you shall not find (for the 
most part) on this album! Poor Lily 
offers angular tunes, shouted vocals, 
short songs (two minutes or less) and 
lyrics like, “Why don’t you stick a 
needle in my head and extract my 
point of view?” Bonus fact: This three- 
piece includes the former drummer 
for Sick Of It All, Murphy’s Law, 
and H20 and the former drummer for 
the 1980s New York hardcore band 
Beyond. Two drummers, one band! 
(One of them now plays guitar.) If you 
like the Minutemen, then this is worth 
checking out. And the whole album is 
on the band’s website for free. Easy 
decisions! -Maddy (self-released) 


PRETTY B0YTH0RS0N & 

THE FALLING ANGELS /WORTHWHILE 
WAY: Split: 7" 

Finally, a way to trick my friends into 
liking the Mountain Goats! This fine 
record includes a cover of the Mountain 
Goats song ‘ ‘Fault Lines’ ’ by Minneapolis ’ 
own Pretty Boy Thorson & the Falling 
Angels, with no apparent credit given 
to the Mountain Goats, which is all the 
better for my deceptive plan! Me: “You 
know that awesome Pretty Boy song?” 
You: “That song about the couple that 
wish they were dead? The one that goes, 
‘And the fights, and the lies that we both 
love to tell fail to send our love to its 
reward down in hell?”’ Me: “Yes, that 
one.” You: “What about it? That song 
rules.” Me: “You are correct, and you are 
a Mountain Goats fan.” Success! Plus, 
two songs by Worthwhile Way, a super 
poppy band with girl singers from Japan. 
Sample lyric, “I wish my family to be 
happy every day.” Punk rock! -Maddy 
(Eager Beaver) 

PULLING TEETH: Funerary: LP 

Admittedly, I wasn’t super into Pulling 
Teeth when they first released Vicious 
Skin (or even Martyr Immortal, for 
that matter). Not because I didn’t think 
their shit ripped, but because I have an 
unhealthy, endless love for both Left 
For Dead and The Swarm, and I was 
very skeptical of this new band that was 
getting compared to my two sweethearts 
constantly. Somewhere along the 
way, however, as PT’s song structures 
broadened and they became more of 
their own entity, I was drawn in. And 
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quite thankfully, I might add. Funerary 
picks up pretty much right where 
Paradise Illusions left off, continuing 
their Holy Terror-meets-Colohan-bands 
approach, while upping the sludge 
elements somewhat and even toying 
with quite memorable melodies on the 
back end of the record. Fans of the band 
will still be pumped and perhaps those 
who weren’t initially floored by Pulling 
Teeth will be feeling this one. Great 
work. -Dave Williams (A3 89) 

PUNCTURE: “ Mucky Pup" b/w 
"You Can't Rock and Roll": 7" 

If you’ve gotta make one important 
contribution to punk rock’s legacy, a 
band can do far worse than “Mucky 
Pup.” The tune, likely best known 
for the Exploited’s cover of it on their 
Punk’s Not Dead album, is a primitive, 
atonal squawk featuring obnoxious 
lyrical brilliance like, “I pick my nose/ 
and I eat it up/I’m a real humdinger/ 
I’m a mucky pup.” Unlike bands like 
Alberto Y Los Trios Paranoia, who were 
little more than rock bands trying to take 
the piss outta punk, Puncture seemed 
more of a punk band just trying to take 
the piss; a minor distinction, maybe, but 
one worth noting. The flip, “You Can’t 
Rock and Roll (in a Council Flat),” is 
a bit more melodic, relying on a more, 
uh, traditional rock feel (punctuated by 
some minim alist synth) to relate its tale 
of woe. Though at least “Mucky Pup” 
is available on a comp here and there, 
it’s definitely nice to see the whole 
package on vinyl again, even if the cat 
who put it out got a bit overzealous with 


his “promo” stamp—I know you w ann a 
make it clear, but twenty goddamned 
stampings plus “Razorcake Promo” 
Sharpied across the top back of the 
cover? Not one for subtlety, apparently. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Last Laugh) 

RAD PAYOFF: Self-titled: Cassette 

I’m digging these Let’s Pretend cassettes. 
They’re completely different and 
entertaining in weird and surprising 
ways. “Top Kill” starts off with a very 
obtuse verse that would serve as a 
springboard for the first of many nitrous- 
fheled chomses, if it weren’t stopped by a 
couple of long, awkward pauses that you 
can’t help but fill by asking, “What?” 
And then on “We All Go to Hell,” there’s 
a guitar solo that seems to have fought its 
way free from a junk heap somewhere, 
but only for a moment before the drums 
suck it back in and the song ends. And 
then on the last song, suddenly they’re a 
hardcore band or something? My only 
complaint: You can fit more than five 
songs on a tape. -MP Johnson (Let’s 
Pretend / Dead Broke) 

RAINBOW PERSON: 

Trade Labor Vocation: T'EP 

Cold, raw strangulation. Scraping 
the flesh from the inside of a pelt 
with a stone. Without a melody in 
sight, Rainbow Person is a desolate 
affair—sounding bleach white and coal 
black—like the disintegrating silhouette 
of a Solzhenitsyn buzzard circling over 
a Siberian gulag. Dire shit. Makes Bom 
Against almost sound like a hummable 
jingle for a retirement village advertising 


an attached golf course. I tip my cap 
to the disintegrating, teeth grinding 
atmosphere they pull off. Kudos, also, to 
the hand-letter pressed, thick cardboard 
cover and obvious close attention to the 
packaging. Bleak. Convincing. -Todd 
(Television / Margin Mouth) 

RAMMING SPEED /A.N.S.: Split: LP 

I feel like I’m reliving my teen years 
again with all the new thrash metal 
that is making the rounds, making me 
believe it’s the crossover period again. 
Ramming Speed start things off with 
a bombastic blast of thrash metal that 
gets close to death metal and grind 
territory at times. A vocal delivery that 
is throaty and shouted then guttural. 
Bright guitar tones with a heavy dose 
of rapid chords and hyperfast solos 
are combined with thundering bass 
and dmms to bring a force of sound 
to their music. A.N.S. are equal 
contenders with their contribution 
to this release. Crossover in the vein 
of Excel meets Nuclear Assault. The 
soundtrack to a good skate sesh on 
the backyard halfpipe. A raw feel to 
the production gives them more of a 
punk edge. But the metal is brought 
with the heavy chugging of the guitar. 
I really appreciated hearing the mosh 
part in one of their songs. I saw the 
band a couple of years ago and came 
away with a good appreciation of 
their live show. It’s a great pairing 
of two current bands that gives me 
the itch to experience Ramming 
Speed live when they come to town. 
-Donofthedead (Tankcrimes) 


RATCLIFFS, THE: 

Captain Supermarket: T'EP 

European pop punk that’s mostly 
Ramones core with a little bit of 
old rock’n’roll, like a lot of their 
contemporaries. Given the choice, I 
might choose to listen to one of said 
contemporaries, but I’m also jaded as 
hell. If I found myself in whatever part 
of Europe they’re from on a night they 
were playing, I’d check them out. -Joe 
Evans III (Monster Zero) 

RATCLIFFS, THE: Junkyard Barbecue:!" 

I fully admit to being a musical 
geographist. If an album with an address 
from a place like Serbia or Cambodia 
makes its way to my turntable, it is going 
to get more of a chance than one from 
the States. So, when this 7” from these 
Austrians came in, I scratched my head 
trying to think of any music I actually 
liked from Austria (more recently than 
the 19th century), and came up with 
nil. I put it on and cringed at the whiny, 
nasally pop punk coming at me, but 
(again with the geographist) I gave it 
some extra listens and some of the hooks 
caught me after a bit. It really isn’t bad, 
and I’m sure all the Screeching Weasel 
kids’ll just love it, but it just isn’t for me. 
-Megan (Monster Zero/Be Scared) 

RAW NERVES: Burnt Skin. l" 

It’s always great to see a band live, 
especially bands you love. But I also 
love being surprised by a band I have 
never heard of. This band fit the latter. 
Playing a Weekend Nachos/Low 
Threat Profile show, they snuck in the 
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middle and really caught my attention. 
Thundering hardcore energy that kicked 
me right in my gut. Equally powerful 
playing fast or slow, the crowd at hand 
reacted with excitement. A good year 
later while pre-ordering another release 
from the label, I noticed that the band 
had a new release coming out. A big 
bonus was they had a deal to package it 
with their debut LP. More records? Sure, 
I can always use more records! Not to 
disappoint, the record was every bit as 
good as I remembered when I saw the 
band live. Three tracks of straight to the 
point hardcore that gives me thoughts 
of ‘90s East Coast punk, even though 
their home base is Portland, Oregon. 
References of Citizens Arrest meets 
Negative Approach pop into my head. 
Punk that slams a 2”x4” against the head 
and—at the same time—has originality 
that makes it memorable above the 
generic. I see out on the interwebs that 
another 7” is out there that I need to 
procure. Another reason to spend that 
dollar. -Donofthedead (Inimical) 

RED MASS: Suicide: 7" 

Some sorta dark, moody stuff here, 
featuring members of CPC Gangbangs. 
Reminds me a bit of the Starvations, 
which is to say there are Jeffrey Lee 
and Nick Cave vibes aplenty. Dueling 
typewriter breakdown in the middle of 
“Suicide.” Cut comer on the promo copy 
seems a little quaint in 2011. Damn rock 
critics won’t be able to get that nickel in 
credit down at the local rekkid shack that 
went out of business... Anyway—noisy, 
vaguely punky stuff that fans of Big Neck 


Records would probably like a whole lot. 
-Mike Frame (Certified PR) 

REHAB RATS,THE/THE DEAD PAWNS: 
Split: CD 

First up on this split release is five songs 
of angry, middle of the road, group 
chant-a-long street punk from the Rehab 
Rats. This might be your cup of tea if 
you like mohawks, 40 oz’ers, and butt 
flaps. On the other hand, the five songs 
which follow by the Dead Pawns were 
much more up my alley with simple, 
bashed-out, mid-tempo punk tunes 
which sometimes sound strangely 
similar to the old FL band Gay Cowboys 
In Bondage and other early ‘80s moody, 
noise punk. Of the two bands, the Dead 
Pawns showed more promise but need 
to more clearly define the direction of 
their sound. -Mark Twistworthy (8 A 
Punk, myspace.com/8records) 

RESIST CONTROL: Dissipation: EP 

Starting to think that on my next visit 
to the amazing East Coast I’m going to 
have to make time for checking out the 
scene in Buffalo, NY. Seems there’s a lot 
of good bands coming out of there lately. 
After a great demo from a while back, 
Resist Control get some music committed 
to vinyl. A few songs from said demo are 
re-recorded here, but for the most part, 
this is all new material. If Crossed Out 
had come from the East Coast, it might 
have sounded like this. Nice amounts 
of low end, pummeling dmms, urgent 
vocals, a crushing assault, and timely 
lyrics addressing the ever-declining state 
of society and bank bailouts. Favorite 


track on here is “Modem Times,” and the 
breakdown at the end is a good change 
of pace. Comes on clear vinyl housed in 
a three-color screen printed cover. Which 
you clear- ly want. -M.Avrg (Feral Kid / 
Shock To The System) 

RIDE AT DAWN: Chrome Pillars:!" 

A not-pretty soundtrack is the output 
for this band’s debut from Toronto. A 
mixture of blackened cmst and d-beat 
with some dirgy and sludgier elements 
coat the music like hot tar on a roof. 
Vocals yelled and screamed to the 
throat’s limits soar above the dirty 
thickness of the guitars. Dmms seem 
to be up in the mix, giving the songs 
a thundering stampede effect. The 
bass sounded like its tuned low, which 
added thunder to the mix. I’m pretty 
impressed by this and will surely like 
to hear what is in the future for this new 
band. -Donofthedead (Schizophrenic) 

RIVERBOAT GAMBLERS: 

Smash/Grab: CDEP 

Way back when I wrote a review of 
Riverboat Gamblers’ last full length 
album Underneath the Owl, I was 
frustrated at what I saw as a departure 
from the sound of their previous record. 
Heeding the advice once given to me by 
our own Todd Taylor in a similar matter, 
I kept listening and listening... And it 
turned into one of my favorite Gamblers 
records. So here we are with a new EP 
worth of Gamblers material and they’ve 
changed it up a little bit again. The four 
songs here have got an amazing blend 
of what was going on in the last two LPs 


as well as a heaving slap of the balls-out 
rock-punk that was turning heads on their 
debut and Something to Crow About. 
Look out kids, the Gamblers have found 
the sweet spot! Can’t wait for more! -Ty 
Stranglehold (Paper+Plastick) 

SERAPHIM: 

The Light in the Distance: LP 

I’d heard a bunch of buzz about this 
band, but I’m always so slow to check 
out anything that mentions a Neurosis 
or Isis influence. I don’t even know 
why. I love those two bands, but it just 
seemed like for a few years there, every 
hardcore buzz band was name-dropping 
Neurosis like they could ever hope of 
beginning to deliver upon that massive 
promise, and the whole thing became a 
real snorefest for me. That said, when 
A3 89 has something to say, I’m quick 
to listen, and I’m glad I did in this case. 
Sure, Seraphim play slow, heavy-as-shit, 
dark hardcore, but that’s about where the 
Neur/Isis parallels stop for me. The Light 
in the Distance is a musician’s tour de 
force, running the dynamic gamut from 
whisper to scream, from the heaviest 
lows to the most melodious highs. Fans 
of the aforementioned heavyweights 
should certainly take note, but I assure 
you, Seraphim’s appeal reaches much 
further than that sometimes limited 
niche. Highly recommended. -Dave 
Williams (A389) 

SEXY CRIMES / SPORTS BAR: Split: 7" 

Sexy Crimes: Good gravy! This is awful. 
Her voice is so high I thought I had the 
turntable on 45. Looks like they’ve got 
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the Shellshag/Carpenters set-up, but, 
sadly, don’t come close to those. Yup, 
the Carpenters are better. Sports Bar: My 
experience with sports bars is that sitting 
here, I kind of hate them, but when I’ve 
actually gone to one, had a few beers, 
and actually taken in all it has to offer 
in person, it isn’t as bad as I thought it 
would be. I feel like Sports Bar would be 
the same if I ever saw them live. -Megan 
(Sweet Dreams/Flisa) 

SHANGRI LOWS, THE: Self-titled: CD 

I feel like I’m predisposed to like this. 
A little birdie told me they thought this 
was Travis from Asshole Parade, and I 
agree. He sings about San Pedro (though 
not the one dear to me) and playing the 
Fireside Bowl, so everything added up to 
me liking it, but I just didn’t. It’s 4 track 
recordings of two people that might be 
decent if they were more flushed out, 
but as it is, it just sort of fell flat for me. 
-Megan (Go Zombie!, gozombie.com) 

SHARDS: Self-titled: LP 

Dark, atypical hardcore with even darker 
lyrics about suicide, “breeders,” religion 
and so on. The songs often have a herky- 
jerky quality to their structure and a 
surprising “big” sound to them. They’re 
also oddly catchy and layered with lots of 
bits that will give those expecting a more 
straightforward slam-a-thon experience a 
bit more to chew on, which is never a bad 
thing. -Jimmy Alvarado (Sorry State) 

SHENKIN PUNX: 

Shnataim ShelZarot: CD 

Unique and odd band from Tel Aviv, 


Israel that sounds like a weird mix 
of System Of A Down and Bad Acid 
Trip meets Propagandhi. Real clean 
production mixed with their unique blend 
of melodic punk rock metal and bits and 
pieces of grind to give it that circus feel. 
The vocalist’s delivery really steers me to 
SOAD. But not a whole lot excited me 
here. I really felt like I heard the same 
two or three songs over and over. They 
mix things up but don’t come across to 
these ears that anything captivating is 
going on. I probably would be more 
intrigued if I saw this live. Not sure if 
they wanted to reach outside of then- 
own country. Having everything minus 
the band’s name written in Hebrew(?) 
makes it sort of inaccessible. Took a bit 
of research to figure out one of the labels 
that released it and what the title of the 
release was. -Donofthedead (Twintoe, 
myspace.com/twintoerecords) 

SHINOBU: "Tangram Sailors" 
b/w "Ashtray Sea 7" 

Catchy indie rock with fuzzed guitars. 
Innocuous, radio friendly, and likely 
already on its way to being on the 
soundtrack to some film about smart- 
aleck girls and the socially inept, geeky 
boys who totally have a secret crush 
on them. -Jimmy Alvarado (Phat n 
Phunky, phatnphunky.com) 

SHITTY FUCKER: Diarrheality: Cassette 

This is what people refer to as grindcore, 
I guess. It fits the bill sonically, and 
lyrically... well, it’s grindcore. Songs 
about doing horrible things to people... 
who deserve it. Songs about, well, one’s 


called “Poop Filled Vagina,” you get the 
idea. This is the kind of stuff metalheads 
used to let me borrow in high school. 
I hate this kind of stuff, with the gross 
images and too many songs starting 
with sound clips. Why do I need to see 
different pictures of feces? I’m twenty- 
six, I’ve been excreting feces daily since 
birth. I know what shit looks like. Man, 
proof that people remain interested in 
this type of stuff past the age of fifteen. 
Harsh. -Rene Navarro (Tankcrimes) 

SHITTY LIMITS, THE: 

Speculate/Accumulate: 12" EP 

I love The Shitty Limits. A while back, I 
held them up at the top of a list of bands 
to prove to a friend of mine that there is 
still vital and original punk rock being 
created today. So raw and unforgiving, 
the songs jerk you around and force 
you into something that you knew you 
already wanted. I implore you to even 
try to not at the very least bob your head 
while listening to this. Me? I woke up 
later not knowing what I had done, but 
I knew it was awesome! This is the 
band’s final release and that makes me 
incredibly sad. -Ty Stranglehold (La Vita 
Es Un Mus Discos, lavidaesunmus.com) 

SHRAPNELLES, THE: Self-titled: 7" EP 

Primitive garage punk that sounds like 
it was recorded in a deep coffee mug. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (Hozac) 

SLEAZE, THE: Weird Truck:!" 

Punk rock, in all its simple, snotty, 
and primal glory. -Jimmy Alvarado 
(Three Dimensional) 


SLOW DEATH, THE: Turnstile Comix#1: 
7" and 40-page comic book 

I admit it sounds stupid to give something 
a “high ten,” as in a double high five, 
but that’s what I feel like saying. The 
brainchild of Mitch Clem, he coupled 
four top-shelf Slow Death tracks to 
a forty-page comic book, featuring a 
preamble about Mitch mistaking The 
Dead Kennedy s’ “Moon over Marin” 
for Flipper (“Sex Bomb,” perhaps?) 
two tour stories, an intermission mock 
advertisement, and a guest appearance 
by fellow independent cartoonist Liz 
Prince. The format took me back to my 
childhood, when the record would go 
“ding!” and you’d turn the page to follow 
along to the story. Fact #1: Punks—sorry, 
punx—will never mle the world if they 
can’t fix their own vehicles. Subfact 
#1: Your vehicle knows when it is the 
furthest from possible repair and it will 
break down there, especially if you’re 
traveling with an upright bass. Fact #2: 
I have a lot of first-hand experience with 
piss pants-ers and roaming, drunk, “that’s 
not the toilet!” pissers. But I’ve never 
read a story that had those two elements, 
plus an added twist. Nice. Fact #3: The 
secret ingredient to peppermint Rumple 
Minze is despair. This package—vinyl 
and comic combo—is a testament to how 
beautiful and competent DIY punk can be 
on its best days. -Todd (Silver Sprocket 
Bicycle Club, silversprocket.net) 

SLOWMOTIONS, THE: 

Operation Anagram: 7" 

Co-released with 540 Records out 
of Texas by the man who brings 
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underground music fans the ultimate 
punk festival, Chaos In Tejas. This 
record was released to accompany 
their appearance at the festival this year 
and quick west coast tour. I was really 
bummed that I missed the band’s L.A. 
appearance due to my show-going 
hiatus. Heard their performance was 
fantastic and from hearing their two 
new songs, it makes me even more 
remorseful. ‘70s mid-tempo, driven, 
melodic punk rock that is pogo-worthy, 
yet has grit. The music is also textured 
and layered with off-beat tones that 
give the songs a gloomy atmosphere 
that conjures the sound of early Killing 
Joke. I love the really clean guitar 
tone that was captured here, giving it 
a historic sound that is rarely achieved 
in the Protools computer recordings of 
today. Also, the dual vocal attack drives 
home the songs. Absolutely hooked on 
the first listen. It has gotten a long stay 
on the turntable. The only let down is 
the title track skips at the very end of the 
song on my copy. Comes on green clear 
vinyl for the nerds out there. Reminds 
me that I need to seek out more of their 
titles that I don’t own. -Donofthedead 
(HG Fact, interq.or.jp/japan/hgfact) 

SMOGTOWN: Dictoria. T'EP 

Few things are worse than a backseat 
driver punk. Guilty. Take one: Why the 
fuck weren’t these two ragers on the 
last full-length, replacing the too-long 
sound bite and the acoustic closer? Take 
two: Hostage Records (after a six year 
hiatus!) brings out the best of Smogtown 
once again, on the heels of their first 


LP in too many years. Smogtown’s 
strengths are nuclear-radiation, nuclear- 
power, and nuclear-suburban-decay. 
Some say that, for better or worse, 
California is the harbinger of the rest 
of the United States. (The foreclosure 
of the American dream, in particular.) 
Smogtown’s your early disaster warning 
sirens. Smogtown’s your prophecy 
that’s coming tme. Take heed. Take 
notes. Stock up on clean water. Ripping 
single. -Todd (Hostage) 

SOMETHING FIERCE: 

Don't Be So Cruel: LP 

Wham! meets all of the slower Clash 
songs from the middle of London 
Calling, on. Serious. And it’s fuckin’ 
great. That’s all you really need to know, 
but for the band to understand I’m not 
clowning on them in the least, here goes: 
Rarely have I heard a band take the 
mellower, mid-tempo Clash as a starting 
point and embrace those slower-burning 
red-hot coals. (The Ratchets and Ringers 
being notable and worth-seeking-out 
exceptions.) Clash aping has typically 
been—in thoughtless hands—“punk 
‘77! Charged hair! Spray-paint shit!” 
I love Clash ballads like “Lost in the 
Supermarket.” Here’s where Wham! 
comes in. Instead of mi xin g the Clash 
with more traditional rock’n’roll (or 
even the psych rock Something Fierce 
alluded to in their debut LP), there’s 
something prancy and Euro-pop in the 
delivery. Something very butt-missing in 
stone-washed jeans, gay-sex-in-public- 
bathrooms, and permanent-stubble that 
was a little off-putting when I first heard 


this new record with the echoes of There 
Are No Answers still ringing in my ears. 
But it’s this airy, open, summery, and 
unexpected gayness that keeps Don’t 
Be So Cruel spinning at high rotation 
at Razorcake HQ. Yeah, it’s smart, the 
lyrics belie some real though, but it’s 
also so prancing unicorn, so “Careless 
Whisper.” Shityeah. -Todd (Dirtnap) 

STALKERS: "Lady Sonia" b/w 
"When We Get There": 45 

The sleeve art is a photorealistic pencil 
drawing of a nekkid girl ((well, i take that 
back- she’s actually wearing opera gloves, 
a studded leather belt and a matching 
collar)) bending over just enough that you 
think you might be able to see something 
cool, but with her arms positioned in 
such a way to block your view of her 
boobs—which is an odd thing, because 
right above her head, there’s also a close- 
up sketch of her boobs, submitted for your 
approval. There really is no other context 
for the imagery; it’s just doggy style asses 
and hands-on-boobs for the apparent 
sheer fun of seeing doggy style asses and 
hands-on-boobs. She isn’t whapping her 
butt with a drumstick, or drying herself 
off on a Voxx Teardrop bass, or, really, 
anything rock related. It’s just a nude 
chick. I don’t know exactly why i am so 
fascinated with this; it’s just that, when 
someone sticks a nude girl on their record 
cover, there’s usually some.. .point? Like, 
some, i dunno, attempt at a statement or 
something? It’s usually just not “OK, 
here is our cover, which is a naked girl, 
because we all like naked girls. ” There’s 
usually at least something more to it, isn’t 


there? Well whatever. So, flip to the back 
cover, and it’s more pencil drawings, this 
time of guys with Small Faces haircuts 
and what-not. I am prepared to cast this 
record out the window, sight unheard, just 
for annoying me with its, i dunno, general 
rock-star-ish-ness, but, in the spirit of fair 
play ((possibly also in the spirit of further 
checking out the chick’s ass)), i put it on 
the turntable, and, amazingly, the a-side 
is actually really pretty good. It’s a fast, 
snappy, Powerpearls-style, ‘79/’80-ish 
skinny-tie-Beatles-on-speed ditty, with 
up-and-down-the-scale vocals and lyrics 
about a “self-declared masturbatrix” ((go 
figure)). I mean.. .i still kinda think that 
overall, these guys are probably dorks, 
but, shit, if somebody told you this was the 
Rousers or somebody, you’d be all over 
this shit, so call a spade a spade and admit 
it’s a good song! The b-side employs 
acoustic guitar and is pretty forgettable. 
In any event, there probably haven’t 
been many better reasons to think about 
installing a turntable in your bathroom, 
have there been? BEST SONG: “Lady 
Sonia” BEST SONG TITLE “Lady 
Sonia” FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: Artwork by Sophie 
Thunder! -Rev. Norb (Bops Baby) 

STEINWAYS, THE: Promise It'll Never 
Happen Again: LP 

Short attention span Pop Punk. Two 
capitals “P”s. Near-helium voices. It’s 
sorta like hearing the teddy bear section 
of a toy store play punk, with occasional 
swearing. Jokey. Ramones, Ronettes, 
Ritalin. “Didn’t they have a single 
on Mutant Pop?” Perhaps Parasites. 
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Proficient and controlled. Definitely 
Queers. Stalker songs masked as ‘ ‘I Wanna 
Be Your Boyfriend” songs. Self-effacing, 
sarcastic, spastic, self-aware. One song 
in Portuguese (?). They were around 
for six years and have since broken up. 
This LP’s a harvest of scattered comps, 
singles, and alternate versions. For fans 
of Dirt Bike Annie, Copyrights, Teenage 
Bottlerocket. “I swear they had a CD-R 
released by Mutant Pop.” -Todd (Don 
Giovanni / It’s Alive) 

STIRLING SAYS: Balboa: IP 

Love it. We need a name for this wave 
of punk that borrows from early alt-rock. 
I’m going with Altema-Punk, y’all with 
me? Stirling Says are a Bay Area power 
trio with the songwriting chops of late 
‘ 80s/early ‘90s indie bands like Dinosaur 
Jr. and Pavement, but they play with an 
intensity that makes it sound like catchy, 
quirky California punk. The melodies 
have an underlying melancholy that 
makes them all the sweeter, like bruises 
on a plum. There’s a prog-nerd element 
in some of the noodlier leads and lyrics 
like, ‘Til do everything I can to make 
the fire flow from my hands,” but it 
doesn’t cut into the fun. Nice recording, 
too—bombastic low end, and enough 
grit to make the psychedelic guitar 
ffeakouts blast off. I’d suggest copping 
wax and putting “A to D” on a mix in- 
between “Freak Scene” and anything 
off that new Underground Railroad 
To Candyland LP, but if you’re on the 
fence, go to their Bandcamp page and 
download it for free. Either way, give 
this a listen. -CT Terry (Adagio 830) 


STOCK OPTIONS: Self-titled: CD 

An EP’s worth of some nicely 
meandering instrumental indie rock. 
Reminds me somewhat of a less frantic 
Fourth Rotor—a slow, simmering 
buildup to some kind of crescendo, 
scattered through with braces and 
squalls of feedback. Not sure how much 
of an appeal it’ll hold for Razorcake 
readers, but they seem fairly adept at 
what they’re doing. I can visualize 
lots of people drunkenly swaying to 
this stuff in a bar somewhere. -Keith 
Rosson (Stock Options) 

STREET EATERS: 

Rusty Eyes and Hydrocarbons: CD 

“Bald eagle, why are you such a 
dick?” “Armageddon, come and get 
it.” “The ‘master plan’ for America 
never accounted for the plumbing, 
upkeep, or modesty. It sorta sucks.” I’m 
paraphrasing, clipping off the poetry, but 
what I appreciate about the Street Eaters 
is that they sound like they’re coming up 
from underneath, from deep caves, eyes 
slowly adjusting to the light, or they’re 
coming from a planet whose inhabitants 
are equals to—and have no lofty goals 
greater than—the cockroach. Or they’re 
coming from a culture that doesn’t view 
death as an inglorious end, but part of a 
cycle. Their music’s not entirely pretty, 
neither is it entirely ugly. It’s light and 
dark. Tense and loose. Caustic and 
flowing. Political and deeply personal. I 
know dick about recording engineer stuff, 
but I can almost picture the color of the 
tones of their two instruments when they 
play them. I like that. It’s like they’re not 


only painting a picture, but are graceful 
enough to explain their technique and 
what it means to them when they’re 
holding the bmshes. Worth unpacking, 
putting on their socks, and walking 
around in them for a little bit. Still not 
a big fan of Jefferson Airplane/Starship, 
but their cover’s not a deal breaker. -Todd 
(Bakery Outlet, bakeryoutletrecords.com 
/ Plan-It-X / streeteaters@gmail.com) 

STRI PM IN ES: Sympathy Rations: 7" EP 

They don’t appear to be afflicted with 
the same short attention span, but they 
definitely recall the ADD-addled glory 
days of early Poison Idea. Loud, fast, 
and no metal in sight; just pure, full-bore 
thrash. -Jimmy Alvarado (Sorry State) 

SUEDEHEAD: (so) Frantic: EP 

Second four-song vinyl EP from t hi s 
new southern California band featuring 
members of Hepcat and the Distraction. 
The first single from Suedehead was an 
in stant classic, so expectations were high 
for this one. This band perfectly combines 
mod, soul, two tone, and Britpop 
influences into an amazingly strong 
sound. In some respects, it comes off a 
lot like what Style Council were trying to 
do, but instead of being unlistenable it is 
some of the best music I have heard in 
years. The second single continues that 
trend, I am happy to say. Great vocals, 
amazing songs and playing; this sounds 
like a band that has been together for five 
years and toured the world. In reality, 
they are just getting started and I cannot 
wait to see where things go from here. 
-Mike Frame (I.S.R.S.) 


TENEMENT: Napalm Dream: LP 

Shit. This record is absolutely beautiful. 
It not only sounds completely realized, 
but it honestly sounds like they’re 
pushing themselves. It’s urgent, 
with established foregrounds and 
backgrounds. Even at its most desperate 
it’s still catchy. If you’re too tired to 
listen to music, this record is there. If 
you’re drinking with friends, this record 
is there. It also looks like they let a lot of 
people in on the recording, to which they 
benefited immensely. Who knew that 
feedback over piano was so moving? 
Female backing vocals? The best. Once 
again, the Midwest produces an earnest, 
melodic punk classic, but this time they 
end it with a hardcore rager. This record 
is important. -Daryl (Mandible) 

THROUGH THORN AND BRIER: 

Good Grief: Cassette 

This is some brutal stuff here. Four rad 
songs that will leave you biting your 
lips and clenching your fists. Hardcore 
punk with a guitar player that’d be 
lying if he said he doesn’t listen to 
metal. This is right up my alley: loud, 
hard, and unbridled. Everything about 
this tape makes me happy. I would 
recommend this to fans of Trap Them, 
Warcry, and Run For Your Fucking 
Life. -Rene Navarro (Baldy Longhair) 

TO HELL AND BACK: 

Will We Be Torn Apart: LP 

Some hardcore punkers get their hard 
rock on. Sure, they ain’t bad at it, but 
c’mon dude, it’s hard rock. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Peterwalkee) 
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TRENCH ROT: Demo: Cassette 

Trench Rot plays simple and 
straightforward hardcore punk, 
succeeding in doing so without 
becoming generic or monotonous. Each 
song features some good riffs, with 
breakdowns sure to get you moshing. 
It would have been nice if the insert 
included lyrics, or any other kind of info, 
but from what I could glean, lyrically, 
the band covers the usual political/punk 
themes. While Trench Rot is not exactly 
breaking new ground here, who cares? 
Each of the songs on this demo rip and 
I’m into it. -Paul J. Comeau (Trench 
Rot, trenchrotband@gmail.com) 

TROPHY WIFE: Self-titled: 7" 

This is a three-piece, all-female outfit 
from Tennessee whose aim is neither to 
be cute or heartfelt. The one sheet claims 
they take influence from “Spector-era girl 
groups” (which can be heard, vaguely, 
in the vocal delivery), but I wouldn’t 
recommend it if you’re looking for 
something like the Vivian Girls or Hunx 
And His Punx. The band toys around a 
lot with negative space—completely 
deconstructing songs until they essentially 
lack any sort of countable rhythm—and 
filling in the space with shrill, reverb¬ 
laden vocal tracks and awkward stereo 
panning. The end result is something like 
a punk rock version of Paul Giovanni’s 
Wicker Man soundtrack. The record is so 
strange and unnatural that it takes several 
listens to grow accustomed to, but in the 
end it’s definitely worth the time you 
spend with it. -Ian Wise (Private Leisure 
Industries, privateleisure.org) 


TRUE STEREO: Self-titled: 7"EP 

Bless these punks. I fully admit of 
being in a certain mindframe growing 
up. It was a direct result of being 
unrelentingly bashed over the head 
with the radio canon of classic rock 
when working blue collar jobs and 
growing up in the mral high desert. I 
was in my early thirties before I circled 
back around and began to appreciate 
bands like T hin Lizzy, Black Sabbath, 
and The Sweet. I’m hypotheticalizing 
here, but I think Tme Stereo—although 
undeniably launching from the DIY 
punk space station—are steeped in a 
long, worthwhile rock tradition. They’re 
on a completely different trajectory 
than Tucson’s Lenguas Largas, but give 
thanks to both Lenguas and Tme Stereo. 
They’ve separated the good rock music 
from the shit, then supercharged it and 
made it their own so you, dear listener, 
can witness the following: No, it hasn’t 
all been done; No, DIY punk is not in 
a musical cul-de-sac or echo chamber; 
And no, the entire future doesn’t belong 
to making songs to accompany a product 
as part of a “lifestyle campaign.” Really 
fuckin’ good. -Todd (Dead Broke / 
Family Night) 

ULTRAMATICS, THE: MK Ultra: 1" EP 

Lyrically, we’re not exactly talkin’ 
rocket science here, with subject 
matter focused primarily on metalhead 
girlfriends, improved living via the MK 
Ultra program, and a number of assorted 
people who they would like to see go 
away. Musically, this falls squarely into 
the Ramones-inspired end of the pop 


punk pool, with guitars a-buzzin’ and 
the tempos a-middlin’. Somehow it all 
works to their advantage and, in the case 
of the song “Magnetic,” they’ve actually 
come up with a nice ditty worthy of 
being played at excessive volumes. 
-Jimmy Alvarado (The Ultramatics) 

UNCLESKUNKLEANDTHESCARECROW 
FAMILY BAND: Happily Ever After: 1" 

Not going to lie, the name makes me 
expect some shitty opening band I 
don’t care about at a bar show at the 
shore that announces songs like “My 
Bitch Ex-Wife.” But when I put it on, 
it’s much better! Surf rock, kind of like 
Man... or Astroman? at times—mostly 
instrumental, kind of fucked up surf 
rock. Upon further investigation, 
apparently there’s a version of this 
that’s like ten bucks, which is ridiculous 
for three songs, but otherwise I’m into 
it. -Joe Evans III (Pug Face) 

UNFUN: Shallow Graves:!" 

How a band like Unfun can be so 
poppy and so sludgy at the same time is 
beyond me. Gravely vocals, pounding 
drums, and downtuned guitars playing 
blurry but melodic basement punk riffs! 
I’m flicking sold! There is not a hint of 
optimism in a single one of these songs, 
but somehow they make me smile. 
-Chris Mason (Drunken Sailor / Not 
Shy Of DIY, notshyofthediy.co.uk) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Bloodstains 
Across British Columbia: 1" EP 

Though the title might be a bit misleading 
to fans of compilation albums featuring 


tons of moldy punk oldies, this is 
a collection of thirteen bands each 
delivering a one-minute tune about the 
titular Canadian locale from whence 
they hail. The sounds mined here are 
well varied—vaguely ‘60s pop, skronk, 
punk, trebly indie-rock, even a band that 
sounds like they’re on a Urinals bender, 
and so on. The bands could’ve easily 
just knocked off and sent over any shit, 
but by the sound of it, they took the idea 
seriously and delivered some pretty 
good listening and, as a result, a strong 
regional comp. -Jimmy Alvarado 
(Mammoth Cave) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Calvinball / 
Rumspringer / Mayflower / 

The Dauntless Elite: 4-Way Split: 7" 

Calvinball: Gruff punk rock that’s 
not breaking any new ground but has 
enough anthemic energy to keep things 
interesting. Rumspringer: This is really 
weird, because I recorded a different 
version of this song for the band several 
months ago and I’ve heard that other 
version a million times before—so it’s 
hard to listen to this without getting 
caught up on how those subtle (and 
not so subtle) imperfections are no 
longer present. But that’s clearly just 
me because next to no one reading this 
has ever or will ever hear that version. 
Rumspringer is one of the best DIY rock 
bands around (don’t call them a “punk” 
band). They’ve written some of the best 
songs of the last several years and this 
one is right up there. Mayflower: Pretty 
much the same as Calvinball. I’ve heard 
this song a million times before by 
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thousands of other bands, but somehow 
I’m not sick of it yet. The Dauntless 
Elite: Fuck yeah! How can you not love 
this band? Bouncy and catchy punk 
rock with a cockney accent. I have no 
clue what half of the words in this song 
even mean, but that won’t keep me from 
trying to sing along. -Chris Mason (Not 
Shy Of DIY, notshyofdiy.com) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Here's Your Donkey Show: CD 

People always ask about the donkey 
show thing. It doesn’t exist. I’ve yet to 
meet a human being who can vouch 
for its existence. You want a fucking 
donkey show? Here’s your donkey 
show! I uploaded this album to my iPod 
without putting any information in, so I 
wouldn’t know the names of the bands 
and attempt to circumvent any bias. You 
see people, I’m from Tijuana, this is 
my scene, and I’ve seen most of these 
bands a bunch of times. In fact, I’ve 
been going to Bumbklaatt shows for 
about a decade now. Like most scenes 
in big cities, this spans a few genres 
such as hardcore, punk, ska, and... well, 
I guess that’s it. It’s a great compilation 
featuring the best Tijuana has to offer, 
which is Bio Crisis, Teenage Kicks, 
DFMK, and Bumbklaatt. There are also 
three non-TJ bands, one of which, Dias 
De Radio are straight off a late ‘90s 
Hellcat comp. That song alone almost 
made me want to spike my hair and 
break out a certain jacket that hasn’t fit 
in years. -Rene Navarro (Blood Pact, 
bloodpactrecordstijuana.com) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Midwest Thrash Attack: Double 7" 

If you see me walking around with my 
skull burst open and bits of my brain 
shooting out like meaty popcorn, it’s 
because ofthis four-way split ofWisconsin 
and Minnesota hardcore bands. It starts 
with two bands of yesteryear, including 
Stand Off, a name I never thought I’d 
see on a new piece of vinyl. They were 
around in the mid ‘90s, a precursor to 
Remission and Wartom, but more on 
the straightforward American hardcore 
end of things. Damage Deposit keeps 
it hardcore and keeps it Midwest with a 
Die Kruezen cover. The second record 
starts with current Minneapolis mosh 
kings, In Defence, and an answering 
machine message from a disgruntled 
parent complaining that his son went to a 
show and got an Easter egg full of pubic 
hair. The message almost overshadows 
the awesome hardcore songs that follow. 
Almost. Choose Your Poison serves as 
the modem Wisconsin band with a quick 
burst of aggro that’s gone too fast. -MP 
Johnson (Give Praise) 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Speed Kills... But Who's Dying?: CD 

Three bands here repping a nice spread 
across the hardcore spectrum with 
five songs each. On one end you have 
Sheisse Minnelli (a play on “Liza 
Minnelli,” with the first word in their 
name translating to “shit”), who are 
more or less a straightforward hardcore 
band. They keep the tempos ratcheted 
up, with some interesting chord and 
tempo changes, and liberal doses of 


humor and intelligence in the lyrics. 
On the other end you have The Shining 
who, while also keeping things quite 
zippy, go with a more “metalcore” 
(as we would’ve said in the mid-’80s) 
sound, with muffled chugga-chugga 
guitar strumming and screamed vocals. 
Between the two we have the belles of 
the ball here, Verbal Abuse, turning in 
work more along the thrashy lines of 
Just an American Band than Rocks Your 
Liver. No surprise, this considering 
Nikki Sikki is back manning the mic, 
and as an added bonus they even serve 
up a ramped up cover of Sick Pleasure’s 
(is it a “cover” if the singer sang for 
that band as well?) “Three Seconds of 
Pleasure.” While the new Verbal Abuse 
stuff is hands-down the reason to pick 
this up, and it’s fuggin’ aces to hear 
they’re back in such fine form, all three 
bands turn in admirable work, making 
this definitely worth the search. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Just 4 Fun, j4f.dk) 

W.H. WALKER: Suds!: CDEP 

Once upon a Razorcake podcast, i once 
proclaimed The Vapors to be the second- 
most underrated band in the world, and 
this is a fact. I am pleased as Wildberry 
Punch© to inform all and sundry that 
W.H. Walker successfully rip off the 
first-most underrated band in the world, 
THE MOTHERFUCKING EQUALS 
((profanity mine)), and this is also a 
fact. For the uninitiated, the Equals were 
Eddy ((“Electric Avenue”)) Grant’s 
late 60’s/early 70’s band; they were 
three black Jamaican/Guyanese guys 
and two white English guys, and THE 


WHITE ENGLISH GUYS WERE THE 
RHYTHM SECTION. They fucking 
rocked. The one good song on Sandinista! 
is an Equals cover ((“Police On My 
Back”)), there’s an Equals cover on the 
second Plimsouls album ((“My Life Ain’t 
Easy”)), the Sirens covered “Diversion” 
and both Gentleman Jesse & His Men 
and Brownsville Station covered their 
only US semi-hit, “I Get So Excited.” 
Derv Gordon had the most timber- 
caulkin’ Rock Throat EVER! Anyway, 
not that it is my job as Esteemed Rock 
Punjab to speculate wildly on the intent 
behind any given record with which i 
am charged with reviewing, but, shit, if 
“Suds!” wasn’t W.H. Walker’s attempt at 
trying to completely rip off “Rub A Dub 
Dub” by the Equals, i’ll eat my fucking 
copy of Unequalled Equals in the shower 
while mbbing my belly with linseed oil. 
This bit of tubby-time fun is followed by 
“As The Night Goes,” which sure the hell 
sounds like a brazen attempt to see what 
“I Can See But You Don’t Know” would 
sound like played to the tune of “My Life 
Ain’t Easy” to this intrepid reporter. The 
other five songs sound less like blatantly 
calculated Equals rip offs, yet somehow 
still manage to rock in a vaguely Equals- 
ish manner, regardless. Bra-fucking-vo, 
bra! Rubber duckies all around! BEST 
SONG: “Suds!” BEST SONG TITLE: 
“Suds!” i guess. Weird. FANTASTIC 
AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: I read on 
line that the “W.H.” in “W.H. Walker” 
stands for “Welcome Home.” As a 
Wisconsin resident, however, i’d like to 
believe it stands for “We’ll Hang.” -Rev. 
Norb ((Boogie Creek)) 



Fred 


We’re like a punk rock Wal-Mart. 

Only we work topless. 

Specializing in 
RARE Punk Vinyl & CDs 
Everything from 
Adolescents to Zounds! 
Perrys, Merc and Penguin Clothing 
T-shirts, Studded Belts, Patches, 
Bondage pants, Leather Jackets 
+ TONS more! 
7136 Amethyst Ave Alta Loma, CA 
Open 11-7 daily 
(909) 944-1778 
Order Online at 
www.drstrange.com 
Website has over 
50,000 different items! 


Since 19SB 


Dr. Strange Records. 









WEEKEND NACHOS: Black Earth: EP 

Hmm. While Dom at A389’s tastes 
usually cut right to my core, the appeal 
of the entire powerviolence genre has 
always eluded me. It appears that it 
serves only to amplify the elements of 
the dark, heavy hardcore that I so adore 
to cartoonish proportions, eliminating 
any cohesive feel and creating an 
almost humorous result. And if there’s 
one thing I see no room for in hardcore, 
it’s humor (i.e. the name Weekend 
Nachos...). Don’t get me wrong, I’m 
not a humorless man by any means, 
but leave that shit to the thrash and pop 
punk cats and keep hardcore hard. That 
said, people are going bananas for this 
band, so fans of the genre will probably 
be way jazzed. That just doesn’t include 
me. -Dave Williams (A3 89) 

WHATEVER BRAINS: Self-titled: LP 

I’ve never been more convinced that a 
band was made specifically for my own 
enjoyment. Whatever Brains fuses all the 
weird things I love into a cohesive barrage 
of noise. If you’ve been following their 
progression of 7”s, you might have an 
idea of what to expect, but holy hick this 
album is weird. I hear equal parts Spits, 
Neutral Milk Hotel, and Les Savy Fav, 
with a bit of Jay Reatard in the poppier 
bits. This an album that I can never see 
myself being able to convince anyone 
else to listen to, but if this doesn’t exit 
as my favorite album of the year, I’ll be 
amazed. Hell, the synths were enough 
to throw me off on the first listen, but 
once I got past that (and the use of a 
drum machine), the album was like a 


delicious treat. If you can stomach lo-fi 
noise, rock-inspired pop punk, you have 
an obligation to check this out. -Bryan 
Static (Sorry State) 

WHITE NIGHT: Immortal. lP 

After being available on cassette for over 
a year, Immortal finally finds its home 
on vinyl. Snot-pop punk rock that dives 
headfirst into the fountains of weird and 
fun. Each individual member of this 
band deserves props for doing what 
they do. Mike, Frank, and Jon—way to 
go guys. You are crazy motherfuckers. 
If you ever have a chance to see a show 
at their house in Fullerton, California, I 
highly suggest it. They have this clown 
car of a practice space that everyone 
crams into and it’s probably the most 
fun you can have in Orange County. 
Yes, it’s more fun than Disneyland. 
-Daryl (Dead Broke / No Breaks) 

WORLD/INFERNO FRIENDSHIP 
SOCIETY, THE: 

The Anarchy and the Ecstasy: LP 

As I’m going though the review 
materials, Todd pulls this out of the 
piles and says as simply and casually as 
can be, “You’ll like this.” Now we’ve 
been friends for quite a long time now, 
so when he says something like that, I 
know to listen to him ‘cause it means 
it’s either gonna be really fuggin’ good 
or really fuggin’ weird. This, my friends, 
is both, a subversive Brechtian orgy as 
interpreted by punk-friendly cabaret 
denizens armed with horns, keyboards, 
an arsenal of influences, impeccable 
songwriting, and tons of intelligence 


and creativity, all of which just oozes 
off the crazy-colored slab of wax into 
which it’s etched. Like it? Hell, I wanna 
get drunk and take over the world with 
it. -Jimmy Alvarado (Chunksaah) 

YOUNG IDENTITIES: New Trends: EP 

Hell yes. This is the second EP from 
this Australian band, originally released 
in 1980, now an affordable reissue. As 
you pemse the review section this issue, 
make sure you put this record at the 
top of your shopping list. This is some 
great punk rock. Fast to mid tempo, 
delivered with attitude, and played with 
energy and youthful aggression. A bit 
raw—which is an important thing to 
have when playing this music—like 
the hand claps in the title track. “Instant 
Feelings” keeps the energy up, throws 
in some “ooh-oohs” and doesn’t miss a 
beat, at least not one that I can detect. 
They pull back on “Threats” but lose 
no urgency. These are the kind of bands 
and records that remind me why punk is 
the best music ever. -M.Avrg (540) 

YOUNG LEAVES: Life Underneath: LP 

Good job, guys. After hearing your 
album Big Old Me, I must say I was 
a bit disappointed. The singing was 
off, the songs weren’t that good... 
but this! Oh man, this album is a vast 
improvement over your first one. I can 
hear Replacements and Superchunk 
influences and it works great. Your 
band is growing stronger and I have 
faith that the next thing you do will 
probably be better than this too. High 
five! -Bryan Static (Drunken Sailor) 


ZOUNDS: The Redemption of: CD 

Zounds were sort of odd ducks 
amongst the slew of odd ducks that 
comprised the U.K.’s now-legendary 
anarcho-punk scene. While lyrically on 
the same page as many of their peers, 
they didn’t go the screamy, skronky, 
thrashy noise route, nor the proto-goth 
route, nor did they go out of their way 
to ape Crass (although their single 
on that band’s label did adhere to the 
required sonic and rhythmic qualities 
the label required. Always found that 
kinda funny—an anarchist punk record 
label dictating to other bands what they 
should sound like or they couldn’t be on 
said label. But, as per usual, I digress,), 
but rather they came at the punk thing 
from a decidedly different angle, with 
a sound that often owed more to the 
folk rock groups of the 60s than the 
“no future” phalanx of the ‘70s. This 
latest release treads the same lyrical 
mill as their efforts three decades ago, 
all of which are still very topical—the 
stupidity and folly of war and violence, 
gender politics, the insidious nature of 
government and politics—and while 
the music here evinces more of that 
folk rock influence, they retain enough 
“punk” to give the tunes some sting. 
Hard to believe that thirty-plus years 
down the road and not only are they 
still on about the same things, but that, 
now more than ever, it needs to be said. 
I tip my hat to ye, and it’s good to have 
you back making a racket. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Overground) 

16,678 more record reviews can be / J 
read on razorcake.org 
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SM0GT0WM 

Incest & Pestilence LP/CD 
First full length in a decade 


HEIGIBORIOOB BRATS 

Self Titled 12incfe/CDep 
6 song debut. Early Black Flag 
mixed w/ the Avengers/VKTMS 


coming soon releases from: 
SEARP OBJECTS TEE BRIEFS 
RULETA RUSA COMPLAINTS 
MODERN PETS TEE BODIES 


Wdg^ctgniecji^cg 



"Psychrockbullshit" 
12 n /cdep out now 

"Reality Dropout" 
single coming this fall 

west coast tour oct, 14-24 

"This is a hell of a record/' 
-Razorcake #63 



Hello. 

My name is Mitch Clem 
I draw all this stuff. 

Flyers and comics and things. 
Some of it’s pretty alright. 

Go look at it. 

Please. 

Thanks. 

mitchclem.com 


free download at www.tankcnmes.com 
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STARRING 


2 bands, 2 7”s 
$4 each 



Young Offenders 

At first glance, the Yo ^®°g®kless S sods who 
be mistaken for a P a * than beer and 

seem hell-bent on inspe ction, you can 

a close shave. But on foP of endearing 
find them to be “ v,ta . acc ents who have 
personalitiesjsnd regjte aspects of post-punk, 
harvested the ' r t , hard core to create a 
S K'is unmistakably their own. 


Hex Dispensers 

dark shadowroHhe^nde 6 ° b f? ssed wi,h the 
far from trapped by theso d/ but they're 
speak truths on thel* ’" ter fsts. Their lyrics 

«mes, are not re s tTktId re | ! atab ^ ' 6Ve,s ' «"d, 
music sears out of your c« £ rec, hty. While their 
cracked onto a Texan sideZt" eg 9 
summer, the sizzlina and k ,n ,he middle of 
transformed into °? d e , Ven,ua l burning is 
female harmonies ' ng,y bec mtiful male and 



In this volume of the Razorcake Sister Series we've teamed the driving, 
hot steel of the Young Offenders with the Hex Dispensers' rust and bones 
witchery. Both bands have an incredibly unique style and play it with pride. 
And in their pride you can see that they both harness a deep appreciation 
for their influences, and music as a whole. Hopefully, with these 
records you can see our appreciation for both of them as well. 
DISTRIBUTED BY NO IDEA, www.noidearecords.com 








• 1-2-3-4 Go!, 423 40th Street, 

Oakland, CA 94609 

• 1859 c/o Dustin Herron, 

3320 SW Long Ave., ’.V’.-'-V. 

Corvallis, OR 97333 
•86’d,PO Box 501, East 
Setauket, NY 11733 

• A389,POBox 12058, 

Baltimore, MD 21281 .*;/ ■' / 

• Adagio830, Marchlewski 
Strasse 107, 10243, 

Berlin, Germany * 

• Agro-Wax, 1326 Curtain, 

Houston, TX 77018 

• Altercation, PO Box 685333, * 
Austin, TX 78768 

• Alternative Tentacles, 

PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141 / 

• Am or Y Lucha, 1836 1/2 Park •*.*; ■' 

Rd. NW, Washington, DC 20010 :. 

• Antagonist, 330 Franklin Rd., 1 
135A-420, 

Brentwood, TN 37027 : ■ 

• Artifix, PO Box 641, Moreno *; •*.' : 
Valley, CA 92556 

• Bakery Outlet, PO Box 4054, ■'. 

St. Augustine, FL 32085 ’.*.*■ ■' 

• Baldy Longhair, PO Box 

1853, Rahway, NJ 07065 . 

• Band Of Beards, PO Box 
10358, Trenton, NJ 08619 

• Bops Baby, 111 Worth St., 

Apt. 5X, New York, NY 10013 ■ 

• Bridge Nine, 119 Foster St. 

Building 4 Floor 3, 

Peabody, MA 01960 / .*; / 

• Burger, 645 S. State College • **.*: 

Blvd. #A, Fullerton, CA 92831 ;*•*.* / ■' / 

• Certified PR, 6364 3 rd Ave. 

S., St. Petersburg, FL 33707 

• Chunksaah, PO Box 977, 

Asbury Park, NJ 07712 / ■ 

• Crustacean, PO Box 829, ’•*.*; 

Madison, WI 53701 

• Cutthroat, 5711 Hoover St., 

Houston, TX 77092 

• Dead Beat, PO Box 361392, 
Cleveland, OH 44136 

• Dead Broke, 139 Huber Ave., ■' 

Holbrook, NY 11741 

• Deranged, c/o Gordon Dufresne, **.* 

2700 Lower Rd., Roberts Creek, 

BC, VON 2W4, Canada 

• Dirt Cult, 713 Stagecoach */•*/ ■ 

Dr., Las Cruces, NM 88011 .*/*': ■ 

• Dirtnap, 2615 SE Clinton St., ■' 
Portland, OR 97202 

• Don Giovanni, PO Box 628, .' 

Kingston, NJ 08528 

• Douchemaster, PO Box 5209, *.*.*■ 
Atlanta, GA 31107 

• Durty Mick, 1 9 1 06 S. 

Normandie Ave. #311, 

Torrance, CA 90502 

• Eager Beaver, 16-2 . 

Higashibun Inoshiri Wakimachi, ■' 
Mima-City Tokushima, 

779-3602, Japan ;V; ■ .'. 


• Eradicator, 522 W 4™ St, 
Bloomington, IN 47404 

• Family Night, 

82-AN. Lexington Ave., 
Asheville, NC 28801 

• Fan Death, PO Box 22417, 
Baltimore, MD 21203 

• Fat Wreck Chords, 

PO Box 193690, 

San Francisco, CA 94119 

• Feral Babies c/o Justin 
Arnold, 3208 N Rome Ave., 
Tampa, FL 33607 

• Feral Kid, 27 Ripley PL, 
Buffalo, NY 14213 

• Fistolo, PO Box 2836, 

Upper Darby, PA 19082 

• Get Hip, PO Box 666, 
Canonsburg, PA 15317 

• Give Praise, PO Box 494, 
Barnstable, MA 02630-0494 

• Go Kart, PO Box 20, 

Prince St. Station, 

New York, NY 10012 

• Good Time Gang, 1335 E. 
Grand River Ave., 

Lansing, MI 48906 

• Grave Mistake, PO Box 
12482, Richmond VA 23241 
•Grotto, 417 S. 13 th St., 
Omaha, NE 68102 

• Gruff Beard, 151 Hunter 
Ave., N. Babylon, NY 11703 

• Hail Seizures, PO Box 913, 
Olympia, WA 98507 

• Handsome Dan, 3244 31A 
Ave. SE, Calgary, Alberta, 

T2B 0H9, Canada 

• Hang Up, PO Box 781, 

La Crosse, WI 54602 

• Harco, c/o Jesse Armstrong, 6 
Parker E)r., Annapolis, MD 21401 

• Heroes Of History c/o Patrick 
Donohue, 970 Hunter Ave., 
Columbus, OH 43201 

• Hostage, PO Box 5401, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92615 

• Hovercraft, 300 NW 8 th 
#401, Portland, OR 97209 

• In The Red, PO Box 50777, 
LA, CA 90050 

• Inimical, PO Box 2803, 
Seattle, WA 98111 

• It’s Alive, 11411 Hewes St., 
Orange, CA 92869 

• It’s Not A Phase Dad, 56 
Franklin St., Allston, MA 02134 

• Jump Start, PO Box 1469, 
Southampton, PA 18965 

• Katorga Works, 538 Jo hn son 
Ave. #203, Brooklyn, NY 11237 

• Kill Rock Stars, 

1526 NE Alberta St. #231, 
Portland, OR 97211 

• Kiss of Death, PO Box 75550, 
Tampa, FL 33675 

• Last Laugh, 313 President St. 
#2, Brooklyn, NY 11231 


• Latest Flame, 1017 E. Lyon, 
Milwaukee, WI 53202 

• Learning Curve, PO Box 
18378, Minneapolis, MN 55418 

• Let’s Pretend, PO Box 1663, 
Bloomington, IN 47402 

• Lost Tribe, PO Box 1681, 
Richmond, VA 23218 

• Made in China, PO Box 
10608, Portland, OR 97246 

• Man In Decline, 

3917 E. Monterosa St., 

Phoenix, AZ 85018 

• Mandible, 102 Ryerson St. 

#2, Brooklyn, NY 11205 

• Mightier Than Sword, 

109 Ingraham St., Suite 309 
Brooklyn, NY 11237 

• Monster Zero Inc., 

PO Box 2570, 2940 AB 
Lekkerkerk, Netherlands 

• Pug Face, PO Box 2312, 
Bloomington, IN 47402 

• Moonlee, Krizevniska 5, 1000 
Ljubljana, Slovenia 

• Mouthbreathers, 860 Elm 
St., Lawrence, KS 66046 

• Nikt Nic Nie Wie, PO Box 53, 
34-400 Nowy Targ, Poland 

• No Breaks, 

184 Rogers St. NE, Suite #301, 
Atlanta, GA 30317 

• No Idea, PO Box 14636, 
Gainesville, FL 32604 

• No Profit, 2724 Glastonbury 
Rd., Apex, NC 27539-8663 

• Noise Noise Noise, 

c/o Kelly LaCroix, 1737 Ave. D, 
Billings, MT 59102 

• Overdose On Records, PO 
Box 525, Fleetwood, PA 19522 

• Overground, PO Box 1NW, 
Newcastle Upon Tyne, NE99 
1NW, United Kingdom 

• Pancake Prod., PO Box 
16874, St. Louis, MO 

• Pee, PO Box 238, Marden, 
South Australia 5070, AU 

• Peterwalkee, 408 Richmond 
Ave., Buffalo, NY 14222 

• Phratry, PO Box 14627, 
Cincinnati, OH 45250 

• Plan-It-X South, 700 Spears 
Ave., Chattanooga, TN 37405 

• Plan-It-X, PO Box 2312, 
Bloomington, IN 47402 

• Profane Existence, PO Box 
18051, Minneapolis, MN 55418 

• Puzzle Pieces, 461 St. Marks 
Ave., No. 3, Brooklyn, NY 11238 

• Recess, PO Box 1666, 

San Pedro, CA 90733 

• Red Scare, PO Box 13285, 
Chicago, IL 60613 

• Rerun, PO Box 19202, St. 
Louis, MO 63118-9202 

• Saint Rose, PO Box 14971, 
Santa Rosa, CA 95402 


• Say IO, 3106 Stuart Ave., 
Richmond, VA 23221 

• Schizophrenic, 

17 W. 4 th St., Hamilton, 

Ontario, L9C 3M2, Canada 

• Serenghetto, 3409 
Bloomington Ave., 

Minneapolis, MN 55407 

• Shock To The System, 

PO Box 400206, 

Cambridge, MA 02140 

• Sonic Unyon Metal, 

PO Box 57347, Jackson 
Station, Hamilton, ON, 

L8P 4X2, Canada 

• Sorry State, 111 Old Pittsboro 
Rd., Carrboro, NC 27510 

• Stock Options c/o Mark 
Sheppard, 3659 E Barnard Ave., 
Cudahy WI 53110 

• Oops Baby, 128 Newton St., 
Apt. IB, Brooklyn, NY 11222 

• Suburban White Trash, 

PO Box 270594, Fort Collins, 
CO 80527-0594 

• Suicide Squeeze, PO Box 
80511, Seattle, WA 98108 

• Sweet Dreams, 911 N. 24™ 
St., Richmond, VA 23223 

• Tankcrimes, PO Box 3495, 
Oakland, CA 94609 

• Tenzenmen, 

3/33 Johnson St, Chatswood, 
NSW 2067, Australia 

• Ultramatics, 

c/o Ben Funke, 810 W. Howe 
St., Tempe, AZ 85281 

• Three Dimensional, 

2541 S. Colfax Ave., 
Minneapolis, MN 55405 

• Tic Tac Totally, PO Box 
558383, Chicago, II, 60655 

• Top Five, Dahlweg 76, 

48153 Munster, Germany 

• Vice, 97 N 19 th St. Suite 204, 
Brooklyn, NY 11211 

• Vinehell, PO Box 36131, 

San Jose, CA 95158 

• Vinyl Rites, PO Box 924, 
Gainesville, FL 32602 

• Vital Gesture, PO Box 41264, 
Los Angeles, CA 90041 

• Voodoo Rhythm, 
Wankdorffeldstrasse 92, 3014 
Bern, Switzerland 

• Warm Bath, PO Box 652, 
Buffalo, NY 14215 

• Welfare, 58 River Street, 
Haverhill, MA 01832 

• Whoa Boat, 5507 11th Ave. 
NE, Seattle, WA 98105 

• X= c/o Dave, 3629 Brisban 
St., Harrisburg, PA 17111 







ACK ACK ACK #3, $4ppd., 
photocopied, cardstock cover, 

5 W* x 8 VT\ 40 pgs. 

Matt Average is an intense dude, 
but he’s not predictable. He’s 
another seeker. Through the 
most generous lens of punk, Matt 
shows he is not just a connoisseur 
of short, fast, and loud, but 
also the sonic possibilities of 
music—from noise to pop and 
points in between. Ack Ack Ack 
is a fantastic photo zine and Matt 
is an adventurous pioneer. Some 
shots, like Limp Wrist or Reality 
Crisis, you can almost feel the 
boot kicking the back of your 
head as the shutter clicks. Some 
shots, like Glass Candy—moody, 
evocative, no flash—make you 
want to dance and swirl. Live 
band photography’s a tough gig: 
taking something in full motion 
and capturing it in a single frame, 
a single action. It’s all of this 
implication—through framing, 

timing, qualities of light and 
expression, through the joy that 
music can bring—that Matt also 
captures. If you’re looking for 
genre photo fiction, don’t buy Ack 
Ack Ack. If you’re looking for an 
artist who is looking through the 
squall, capturing it on paper, and 
having it tell volumes about the 
underground, pick it up. -Todd 
(IS03200 Press, PO Box 25605, 
Los Angeles, CA 90025, 
iso3200press.blogspot.com) 

ARTCORE #28, $8.50, 

8 Vi” x 12”, offset, 40 pgs. 

I’ve been wanting to read this 
zine for years and am stoked that I 
finally got a copy. It’s a solid read 
with a dedicated belief in both 
punk rock and graphic design. 
It’s also incredibly refreshing 
to see a zine that’s been around 
since 1986 still going strong. This 
issue features interviews with 
Young Offenders, The Estranged, 
Smogtown, and The Arrivals. 


There are also articles and reprints 
about The Proletariat, Wipers, and 
more. Some serious work was put 
into this thing. For the most part, 
it looks great. That said, there’s 
room for improvement. Not to get 
too nerdy, but some pages were 
pretty tough to read—a problem 
that could’ve been solved by 
widening the column gutters and 
lightening the background just a 
smidge. Also, Welly’s interviewed 
some top-notch bands, but some 
of them got some pretty generic, 
softball questions. The reviews 
aren’t all that in-depth. For a zine 
that’s been around this long, it’s 
still shot through with tons of 
grammatical errors. However, 
it’s still one of the best zines I’ve 
seen in the past year, especially 
considering the fact that it’s 
essentially the work of one guy. 
I’ve just read so many things about 
Artcore having such strong design 
and art. While it’s got strong 
elements of both, it could still use 
some touch-up work. Yet, like I 
said, it’s still a resoundingly rock 
solid punk zine. -Keith Rosson (1 
Aberdulais Rd., Gabalfa, Cardiff, 
CF14 2PH, Wales, U.K.) 

ASKEW REVIEWS #15 $3, 

8” x 4 3 /4”, copied, 84 pgs. 

Reviews of books, CDs, DVDs, 
and food (featuring Marky 
Ramone’s pasta marinara sauce) 
mixed in with short stories and 
a silly advice column bit about 
stuff like STDs and liking women 
with small breasts. Aside from 
the inane sense of humor, the 
reviews are kind of interesting 
to read. I like how there’s no 
division between genres in the 
reviews because it makes it the 
kind of zine you can pick up and 
start reading at any point. It’s not 
something you’re going to read to 
find out about new stuff; it’s more 
like flipping through the TV and 
getting zoned out on infomercials. 


There are a handful of different 
reviewers and most of them make 
their arguments pretty well. Also, 
I love three-hundred word reviews 
about Troma movies. -Katie 
Dunne (Denis Sheehan, Askew 
Reviews, PO Box 684, Hanover, 
MA 02339) 

AVOW #24, $3, 

photocopied, cardstock cover, 

5 Vi x 8 Vi \ 48 pgs. 

Keith’s been at Avow for a long time 
and it shows. Keith’s a straggler, a 
seeker, a muller, a person who is 
always working towards the ideal 
person he knows he can be. What 
he isn’t is arrogant. Or cocky. Or 
exclusionary. In his late thirties, 
he uprooted from Portland, 
OR to Milwaukee, WI. He quit 
cigarettes cold turkey, wrote a 
eulogy for his biological father, 
started a surprisingly satisfying 
job in a warehouse for the blind 
and vision impaired, and wrote 
some “record reviews.” “Record 
reviews” is in quotes because they 
sorta are and they sorta aren’t. 
Through the relative comfort zone 
of music—a comfort zone that for 
the first time in Keith’s life wasn’t 
providing its comfort—Keith 
re-examines some of the most 
influential records in his life. 
What he unveils is profound. It’s 
a journey that includes bloodline 
(“When do we cease to be at the 
mercy of, or indentured to, our 
blood? Are we ever?”); the math 
that concludes at a sum of $30,000 
worth of cigarette smoking; and 
“The boundaries of what can 
be considered “punk” is elastic 
and flexible ” (his italics, my total 
agreement). All of this boiling 
down to the axiom “...given the 
choice between convenience and 
effort (at least when it comes to 
music) I’d rather put in the work 
that listening requires.” Mark that 
for zines, Keith. Fuck, mark that 
for how you’ve chosen to live. - 


Todd (Microcosm, 222 S. Rogers 
St., Bloomington, IN 47404, 
microcosmpublishing.com) 

BAD IDEA #1, Free, 

8 Vi” x 11”, photocopied, 30 pgs. 
The most remarkable thing about 
this zine is the fantastic black- 
and-white layout. There are tons 
of sharp photographs through the 
zine and they look great. It looks 
like the idea here is that the editor, 
Julia, gets a bunch of her friends 
to each contribute a page or two 
and everyone is really into punk 
rock-themed collages. Notable 
exception to the artsy stuff is an 
excerpt from Todd Taylor’s new 
book. This is not too bad for a 
first issue; there’s just not quite 
enough content. -Lauren Trout 
(Bad Idea Fanzine, PO Box 6052, 
Huntington Beach, CA, 92615) 

BLURRY LINE, THE #16, $1, 

4 VC x 5 VT\ photocopied, 16 pgs. 
A dormant zinester finds his back 
issues and is inspired to do a new 
one. I’m seeing this happen quite 
a bit lately (check out the new 
issue of Cryptic Slaughterl) and 
am hoping that the inspiration 
strikes me soon as well. This 
is a brief zine, written with an 
infectious urgency. The whole 
thing is the introduction, where 
Loran describes finding his old 
zines, reminisces, digresses to 
share quick egg recipes and work 
stories, and then ends it after a 
dozen pages. Funny, fun, and 
lighthearted. Now I want to take 
down a couple coffees and do the 
same. -CT Terry (Loran, PO Box 
600, Golden, CO 80402) 

CATALYST #25, Free / donation, 
newsprint, 11 Vi” x 15”, 8pgs. 
Catalyst is one of two publications 
put outby Solidarity Federation, the 
British section of the International 
Workers Association. This issue 
covers many current British 

































labor struggles and is a healthy 
mix of fact-based objectivity and 
inspiring radical propaganda. 
There’s a lot crammed into this 
short newspaper, including a 
fascinating cover story about a 
student occupation of Tory Party 
HQ at the end of 2010. -Art 
Ettinger (Catalyst, PO Box 29, 
South West D.O., Manchester 
M15 5HW, U.K., solfed.org.uk) 

CLOSE TO HOME #1, $2, 

5 Vi ” x 8 Vi \ photocopied. 

I enjoy reading about other 
people’s travels, especially to 
foreign lands. Brian, who put 
this out, writes about just that. 


immigration policy. Humorous. 
-Nighthawk (Close To Home, PO 
Box 670, Maryville, IL 62062, 
brian@bkgunderson. com) 

FASTCORE PHOTOS #2 $3, 

8 Vl” x 3 Vi , cardstock, 32 pgs. 
This is a collection of show 
reviews the author/photographer 
Will Butler wrote for Maximum 
Rock’n'roll. My favorite quote: 
“I assume people who have been 
in bands forever aren’t exactly 
jerks but are kind of weird 
when you compliment them.” 
The reviews include Double 
Negative, Devour, Corrosion Of 
Conformity, Dethroned Emperor, 


cold weather. Now he’s living in 
Albuquerque and looking for a 
job. He’s pretty optimistic that 
life is going to be good. The first 
story in here is the best: He writes 
about being an extra on the TV 
show Breaking Bad. Cool! Then 
there’s a “this is how I feel about 
Green Day selling out” piece, 
which strikes me as a topic that 
people were tired of discussing 
fifteen years ago. Then there’s the 
story about being between jobs 
and the one about young love. 
Next is a confession about how he 
acted really creepy toward a cute 
cashier at a grocery store and then 
started going to a different store 


writers used to reviewing crust 
punk records would have to review 
microbrews or some shit. Yeah, I 
guess that’s a pretty dumb idea now 
that I think about it more. Anyway, 
this issue features all the great 
columns and reviews you have 
come to love and interviews with 
Japanese hardcore legends Zouo, 
California’s Raw Nerves, and 
Mexico’s Inservibles. There’s also 
the first part of a history of punk 
rock in Czechoslovakia. As always, 
it’s an incredible source for punk 
rock that is happening anywhere 
and everywhere the world over. 
-Andy Conway (MRR, PO Box 
460760, SF, CA 95146-0760) 



He travels to West Africa with a 
school program, the majority of 
the time being in the Republic 
of Ghana. The trip took place in 
2006, so if you read this and then 
go to said country and things are 
different, don’t say I didn’t warn 
you. It is mentioned early on in 
the zine that Brian wrote parts of 
it over the course of four years. 
That being said, his first full day in 
Ghana was Independence Day. It’s 
gotta be pretty rad to be in another 
country for the celebration of their 
Independence Day. The author 
doesn’t exactly write about all the 
cool things he did and saw while 
overseas, as much as he writes 
about “development” of land and 
how it affects the country and 
its people. If you prefer a more 
serious look at the world today, 
as opposed to a travel journal, 
then this zine is for you. Brian 
also writes about his first summer 
in Saint Louis as a college 
student. There was a major power 
outage due to violent storms that 
summer. He talks about getting 
to know his neighbors through 
sharing meals and whatnot. Then 
he goes on to talk about how 
“the answer is love.” He has 
some good ideas and theories on 
life, but rambles on a bit. The 
zine ends with a few drawings 
done by the author himself. 
One shows a Native American 
asking European explorers and 
pilgrims to reconsider the natives’ 


Magrudergrind, and Cough. 
Butler is a good storyteller and the 
shows all take place in interesting 
DIY spaces. -Katie Dunne (Will 
Butler, 2825 Van Dyke Ave., 
Raleigh, NC 27607) 

GENEVA13 #15 $?, 

8 Vl” x 3 Vi copied, 61 pgs. 
Geneval3 is a zine about the local 
community in Geneva, NY. This 
issue is focused mainly on pizza 
places in the area, but there’s 
some other stuff like poems and 
record reviews. I’m definitely 
going to pick up Under the Cover 
Vol. 2 after reading what Matt 
Werts’s had to say about it. The 
bulk of the issue is about Cam’s, a 
pizza restaurant that’s been open 
since 1980 and sounds like a kind 
of town center where everyone 
in Geneva has congregated at 
some point in their lives. The 
interview with the brother and 
sister owners is very long, which I 
like a lot. The interviewer knows 
how to give them space to talk. 
This zine is definitely made with 
love. -Katie Dunne (Doug Reilly, 
Kevin Dunn, PO Box 13 Geneva, 
NY 14456) 

KORRUPT YR SELF #6, 

$2 or trade, 5 Vi x 8 Vl”, 
photocopied, 40 pgs. 

The context for this zine goes 
like this: Erik moved across the 
country to start over because he 
was sick of his desk job and the 


to avoid her. The longest story 
in here is about how he drove a 
thousand miles to see Des Ark and 
Pygmy Lush. It is unreal how long 
he goes on gushing about these 
bands. He talks about his strong 
emotions toward their music, 
saying, “I looked into the eyes of 
Aimee Argote and Mike Taylor 
and tried in desperate vain to 
communicate how happy I was to 
see them, how happy their music 
once again made me.” Intense. 
It’s super weird how he went from 
a casual tone in his beginning 
stories to being this character who 
is crazily obsessed with music; I 
don’t like it. -Lauren Trout (Erik 
Gamlem, 4601 Montano Rd. NW 
#172, Albuquerque, NM 81720) 

MAXIMUMROCKNROLL 

#338, $4, newsprint, 

8 Va” x 10 34”, 128 pgs. 

While reading this issue, a strange 
idea crossed my mind: For one 
issue, Maxim and Maximum Rock 
V roll should trade places. For 
just one month only, MRR would 
become full colored, slick, and 
overly glossy, while Maxim would 
became a black and white zine, 
printed on thin paper, and lovingly 
assembled by “shitworkers.” The 
switch wouldn’t stop there at 
appearance. The writers would 
trade off, too. The guy who would 
usually interview Mila Kunis 
would try his hand at interviewing 
Homostupids or Voetsek, while 


MAXIMUMROCKNROLL 

#337, $4, newsprint, 

8 1 /4” x 10 3 /4”, 128 pgs. 

I still get a kick out of MRR. 
The smell and feel of it takes me 
right back to a 1990 high school 
study hall vibe. I never have 
complaints about this classic zine, 
and this issue does not disappoint. 
Interviews include Zack Carlson 
and Bryan Connolly discussing 
their amazing Destroy All 
Movies!!! book, early Cleveland 
punk legend John Morton, Nux 
Vomica, and others. Also included 
are columns, reviews, a tribute to 
Poly Styrene, and a stellar scene 
report of my hometown Buffalo, 
NY. Fast forward twenty-one 
years to the present and some 
kid in a tenth grade study hall is 
enjoying the fuck out of this issue, 
just like I did back in the day. 
Hopefully they won’t outgrow it, 
either. -Art Ettinger (MRR, PO 
Box 460760, San Francisco, CA 
94146, maximumrocknroll.com) 

MONGREL ZINE #10, $6, 

7” x 8.5”, Photocopied, 112 pgs. 
Thick garage rock zine from 
Canada, comprised mostly of 
interviews with bands, plus indie 
cartoonist Colin Upton. Some 
of it is in French, and most of 
these bands don’t have much 
to say. Luckily there are plenty 
of photos of guys in sunglasses 
and striped T-shirts and a killer 
twenty-five track comp CD of the 
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featured bands. Things get a lot 
cooler once the music is given 
the chance to speak for itself. 
The varying degrees of savagery 
and catchiness make for a sweet 
collection of music. -CT Terry 
(mongrelzine.ca) 

NORTHWEST PYRATE PUNX 

#1, $ 2 , 5 Vix 8 V 2 ”, 14 pgs. 

For as long as I’ve known of the 
existence of the international 
punk rock club Pyrate Punx, I’ve 
never really known what they 
do or what they’re all about. 
This zine filled me in. Pyrate 
Punx is a network of people 
with representation all over the 
world who book shows in their 
towns, giving bands an easy 
tour network. They do other 
punk stuff like get shitfaced and 
fuck shit up, too. If you’re still 
curious, check out this zine and 
get it from the source. -Craven 
Rock (kayluh@gmail.com) 

SPARE CHANGE #20 $2, 

8 Vi x 5 Vi \ copied, 24 pgs. 
Normally, I would say that zines 
from older dudes about their 
glory days as a loser punk kid are 
tiresome, but this one is actually 
pretty enjoyable. It has a few 
stories about being wrangled into 
selling weed, a date with a punk 


rock girl, and general rebellion- 
type stuff. It’s disarming and 
kind of cute (that’s not meant 
as an insult, I promise). -Katie 
Dunne (Reverend Thomas L. 
Foote, Spare Change, PO Box 
6023, Chattanooga, TN 37401) 

SUBCULTURE CLASH, $2, 

5 W* x 8 l /i \ photocopied. 

This zine is hand drawn, but I 
wouldn’t call it a comic. While 
there are some small comics 
inside, there are other things 
to check out. On one page, a 
comic shows Simone and Trish 
in health class in 1992. They are 
watching a film on menstruation. 
The next page shows Simone’s 
evolution as a riot grrrl (1992- 
1995). Apparently in 1994, she 
gave the quarterback a broken 
nose and bruised ribs. This was 
after he had been groping her 
breasts and buttocks for four 
months. Good for Simone! One 
piece that is not a comic here is 
about why a contributor named 
Magzdilla hates Harry Potter 
books. She and her friend Kiki 
enter the world of those books 
through a portal at a Borders 
store. Kiki is a big fan of the 
books, but Magzdilla has reached 
adulthood and she’s staying in 
adulthood. I think Harry Potter 


is dumb, too. There is another 
comic where Carmen dreams that 
Anne Boleyn is attacking her, but 
Boleyn ends up beheaded. And 
if you need any information on 
cold sore relief, you’ll find that 
here as well. It looks like this 
crew of dames from Saint Louis 
has their shit together. I look 
forward to picking up another 
issue. -Nighthawk (magzdove@ 
gmail.com) 

TV PARTY, $?, 5 Vi x 8 W, 
photocopied, 12 pgs. 

A quick read by Joe Evans 
III. The first story is about Joe 
trying to liven things up in his 
high school by taking over the 
morning announcements, and 
the second story is about him 
signing up for an internship 
where he ends up having to do 
some illegal errands for his boss. 
Way too short of a zine for such 
good writing. More, please! 
-Lauren Trout (joeevansiii. 
tumblr.com) 

ULTRA VIOLENT #11, 

8 y? X 10 Vf, 112 pgs, $6 ppd. 

I picked up a couple copies of 
this zine through Armageddon 
Records a while back and was 
blown away (issue #10 has 
an interview with Alejandro 


Jodorowsky—whoa!). Definitely 
my favorite movie magazine. 
A lot of movie publications are 
fluff and read like a collection 
of press releases. Then you have 
a small handful of publications 
of actual substance. I consider 
Ultra Violent one of the better 
publications out there. They 
cover the types of movies I 
prefer: horror and exploitation. 
There are a few reviews towards 
the back and some reissues. But 
the strength of this magazine is 
in their in-depth interviews (Ray 
Sager, Lynn Lowry, Peaches 
Christ, Chad Ferrin, Gerretta 
Gerretta, and Richard W. Haimes) 
and the articles on masked super 
criminals, Sella Turcica, and 
more. What I like is how the 
interviewers are able to get the 
subjects to open up and reveal 
things that would not normally 
be discussed, and the articles are 
steeped in enthusiasm. For the 
super fans and for those who are 
looking to find something new 
and are looking to get stoked 
out, pick this up before any of 
the glossies. -M.Avrg (PO Box 
110117, Palm Bay, FL 32911- 
0117, uvmagazine.com) 

1,690 more zine reviews 
can be found at razorcake.org 
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Deep Green Resistance ^ 

By Aric Mcbay, Lierre Keith and Derrick Jensen, 556pgs. 

Most books tackling the subject of global warming and environmental 
issues often leave the reader feeling hopeless and frustrated. We end up 
asking ourselves, “Well, now what?” Some of us will withdraw from 
society, maybe start riding a bike or start a permaculture garden, thinking 
that we’re doing our part. Deep Green Resistance challenges us to do more 
than withdrawal and actually provides a prescription for resistance. 

In the beginning chapters, the authors go into detail about the hazards of 
civilization and the typical liberal response versus a more radical response. 
Further on in the book, the authors explore the methods of resistance and 
how to organize plans of action. To be clear, they are not asking us to 
“like” environmental causes on Facebook. Instead, the challenge is to 
take the environmental destruction of the planet with all the seriousness it 
demands and meet these challenges head-on. 

According to the authors, we are already involved in an ecological 
war that is waged upon the planet with the dependence on fossil fuel 
consumption and the demands of civilization. It’s difficult to disagree with 
this premise. Recently, the courts sentenced Timothy DeChristopher to two 
years in prison for his actions of civil disobedience, while corporations are 
able to pollute without recrimination. DeChristopher’s crime was to bid 
on oil and gas leases. Even here on Maui, the main sugar plantation has 
found it cheaper to pay the Environmental Protection Agency’s fines than 
to change the way sugarcane is harvested. And because of this, our reefs 
are choked with pesticide-laden silt from erosion. The eco-war is being 
waged, even if we don’t fight back. 

It would be easy to ignore a book like Deep Green Resistance because 
it challenges the reader or because it seems civilization is an unmovable 
machine on a course of destruction. Nevertheless, this is an excellent book 
for those on the path of resistance. -Steve Hart (Seven Stories Press, 140 
Watts St., NY, NY 10013) 


Fine Fine Music 

By Cassie J. Sneider, 135 pgs. 

A collection of humorous personal essays by a funny young lady. 
Recurring themes include the issues generally plaguing childhood and 
adolescence, which makes them fairly relatable. Going along with the 
title, many of them incorporate her love of music—from record store 
jobs to her obsession with Aerosmith. (At the risk of being insulting, I 
like how she’s honest about herself, instead of just trying to come off as 
looking cool. If anything, she almost tries to come off as the opposite). 
My one complaint is that some of the stories felt a little scattered, leaving 
me thinking, “Oh, here’s a story about [blank]—wait, no, it’s about 
[different blank]...”. But given that the subject matter is meant to be 
funny anyway, that’s not the worst thing in the world. -Joe Evans III 
(Raw Art Press, rawartpress.com) 

See A Little Light: The Trail of Rage and Melody 

By Bob Mould, 403 pgs. 

Bob Mould, the much-heralded singer, guitarist, and co-writer for 
one of the most influential punk/hardcore bands of the ‘80s teamed up 
with co-writer Michal Azerrad (author of the widely praised book Our 


Band Could Be Your Life) to tell his life story. This includes the details of 
his tumultuous childhood, continuing on into his college years and tenure 
in Hiisker Dii. It moves onward to his successful early ‘90s band Sugar, 
and his solo records along with his voyage into discovering house music, 
D Jing, and briefly working in the world of professional wrestling. 

Mould’s look back at the Hiisker Dii era is often painful for a number 
of reasons, as he wasn’t yet then the man who he wanted to be: an openly 
gay man in a predominantly hetero punk/hardcore scene. There are plenty 
of details in the book about his tales during this time in his life, but it all 
comes off a bit dry and full of disdain for the position he was in and the 
people he was making music with at the time. All of the chapters about 
this era of his life lack any kind of spark in telling how exciting a time 
these moments probably were. Instead, it comes off as often tedious and 
uninteresting (unless there is an opportunity for Mould to recount a story 
of being able to explore his then-secretive sexuality). 

The reasoning behind that may be the result of how much time has 
gone by, making the old memories of Hiisker Dii dull and less exciting. 
However, Mould doesn’t seem to get passionate about anything within the 
first half of the book unless it’s to discuss the pursuit of getting laid. 

There are a few stories of drug use and other wild stories with all 
of the stereotypical “rock’n’roll” trappings. There are explanations of the 
meaning behind some of the lyrics he wrote and a re-telling of stories 
already written about in the 2010 Hiisker Dii biography to which fellow 
ex-band mates Greg Norton and Grant Hart both contributed. The whole 
laissez faire attitude with the parts of this book pertaining to Hiisker Dii 
left me definitely wanting more. 

The one part of the book that stands out the most is how much Mould 
didn’t like and/or respect his fellow bandmates then and doesn’t like or 
respect them even more now. His ego seems to be his own worst enemy. 
That’s not just during Hiisker Dii, but it’s evident in his later band Sugar 
and his solo work. He comes off as controlling and ultimately unlikable 
because of his extreme arrogance. He shows little to no appreciation for 
what his bandmates contributed in making Hiisker Dii what it was and tells 
stories about these relationships that vividly paint a picture of a completely 
unhappy person. 

The second half of this book (post- Hiisker Dii) delves heavily into 
Mould’s personal life and the seemingly endless insecurity about every 
relationship he’s had. Now fully out of the closet and no longer the self- 
proclaimed, “self-hating homosexual,” he begins to write with some 
feeling and emotion behind his words—albeit that emotion seems to 
almost always have something to do with some sexual exploit or a failing 
relationship personal, musical or otherwise. 

Upon getting to this part of the book is when the realization really 
hit me: See A Little Light... isn’t simply a biography of a musician, but 
instead a biography of a gay man struggling to find his identity and who 
just happened to be the primary singer/songwriter of one of the most 
influential punk bands of the ‘80s. The relationships and struggling to find 
happiness with his identity is the main topic at hand here, with the rest of 
the book mostly filled with stories of discovery of being a self-described 
“bear” in the gay scene, tales of attending wild gay parties, and wondering 
if various men he admires could turn into something more than just a flirty 
conversation at a bar. 

While I can find interesting parts to the book, I believe the frank, 
descriptive nature of Mould’s exploration into the gay scene will turn 
off a lot of people who pick it up. The book straddles the line between 
who the author is trying to connect with as the target audience—either 
the punk scene or the gay scene. As a heterosexual male, I think that 
ultimately See a Little Light might be too “gay” for the run-of-the-mill 
hetero punk readers and equally too “punk” for the average gay non-punk 
reader, failing to make that intimate, sustaining connection with either. 
Big fans of Hiisker Dii will want to pick it up for sure, but be warned that 
after reading about the horrible treatment of his ex-bandmates, you’ll 
probably never feel the same about the band, the author, and the legacy 
the three of them, together, created. -Mark Twistworthy (Hachette Book 
Group, hachettebookgroup.com) 

Street Legends Vol.2 

By Seth Ferranti, 243 pgs. 

Street Legends Vol. 2 is a comprehensive look at some of the most prolific 
gangs and drug kingpins to emerge from the streets of America’s inner 
cities within the last several decades. It is gritty tales of crime, violence, 
glory, and betrayal. This book documents the rise, eventual fall and 
continuing legacies of men like New York heroin distributer Frank “Black 
Caesar” Matthews, flashy Baltimore drug lord Maurice “Peanut” King, 
and the hilariously named “Boobie Boys” gang, among others. Author 
Seth Ferranti has amassed an impressive writing resume, while serving 
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out a twenty-five year sentence for being convicted as a “drug kingpin” 
in 1993 when he was twenty-two years old. He wrote this from behind 
bars and it really adds to the sense of authenticity in the writing. This isn’t 
just some mere reporter writing about a lifestyle without any kind of real 
personal attachment. I found this to be an excellent read. -Andy Conway 
(gorillaconvict. com) 

Your Name Here 

By Tim Kerr ; 88 pgs. 

Your Name Here is a reprint of a book that was extremely limited in 
the first pressing, containing full-color reproductions of the selected works 
of Tim Kerr’s paintings. Tim, to provide a little background, is alumni of 
countless influential punk and garage bands (including Big Boys, Poison 
13, Lord High Fixers, Jack O’Fire, and Monkeywrench, among others) 
and has moved on to inspire people in a new way: paint on a canvas, a 
piece of cardboard, or maybe even old schoolhouse maps on a spindle. 
With Tim’s art, the canvas is truly unimportant; the message within the 
art is the focus. 

Looking at Tim’s art is more than just looking at paintings on a 
canvas. It’s like each image is a history lesson—images of important and 
inspirational individuals, often with textual comments on the canvas to 
act as ongoing social commentary, while simultaneously working hand in 
hand with the art itself. You can tell by the text, often written in first person 
as if Tim himself is telling a story, that the subjects covered are the things 
that inspire him the most. 



William S. Burroughs: A Man Within: DVD 

It seems outlandish, but for all I know, frail Old Bill Burroughs—choking 
on cat hair while his soft neurological machinery began to sputter and fade out 
like a dim jerky star—could’ve transformed into a Republican somewhere 
there in his twilight years in Lawrence, Kansas. It can happen, seemingly, 
to the best of us, when a brain gets old and dried up and ossified and begins 
to jump at the sight of its own shadow. And, after all, in Burroughs’s case, 
there were scraps of what might be construed as damning evidence: the ever 
increasing, Charlton Heston-like fondness for firearms and that inexplicable 
te nn is shoe TV commercial appearance, apparently done for “the money.” 

Such a transformation certainly seems inconceivable; how could this 
eldritch being possibly fit into one of our more narrowly circumscribed 
political tribes when he didn’t even seem to be at home on this planet? But 
anything’s possible and it can happen to any of us, as I recently found out. 

Much to my horror, it was recently revealed to me, in lurid and ghastly 
detail, that an old high school friend of mine is now a proud, card-carrying 
Republican. Not only is he a Republican, but he shamelessly admits strong 
Tea Party tendencies and told me with utter earnestness that he regularly 
listens to Rush Limbaugh and that Glenn Beck is a “hero” of his. Basically, 
my old friend—a guy who, long ago, had read and seemed to understand the 
non-Aristotelian logic of William Burroughs—was breaking the news to me 
that he has Stage 4 Republicanism. 

It seems kind of embarrassing, but maybe this really does need to be 
spelled out: Clowns like Glenn Beck and Rush Limbaugh are not to be taken 
seriously. They are cartoon characters. And maybe it’s time that their Dullard 


Included in the book are many of his works of legendary early 
bluesmen, obscure free-jazz innovators, some of the original “old-timey” 
musicians, and inspirational civil rights activists. If by chance you don’t 
know who one of the subjects is when seeing his art, there is most likely 
some text included in the piece to assist you. This aspect of Tim’s art really 
allows the common non-art appreciating person (like myself) to really 
connect with the paintings. At least it has for me. I read a recent interview 
with Tim where he basically said he views his art as being no different than 
the message that his old band the Big Boys preached: “Now Go Start Your 
Own Band!” The only difference now is that Tim is using his art to inspire 
and turn people on to new things, be it old musicians or other influential 
people throughout history. 

This book contains many reprints of his work, many more than 
what could possibly be shown in a single gallery or other medium. 
The quality of this book, from an “art-book” printing perspective, 
could have been better. The weak binding and non-glossy pages leave 
a bit to be desired for a book of this subject matter. Overlooking that 
small criticism, this book is a great way for both the person curious 
about Tim’s art as well as anyone familiar with his work to check 
out some of his current projects. Also included is a cassette featuring 
previously released songs by all of the bands Tim has played with 
over the past thirty-plus years. Absolutely recommended. -Mark 
Twistworthy (Monofonus Press, monofonuspress.com) ^ 

To read 351 more independent book reviews, go to razorcake.org 

Pulpits should be accompanied with a sort of Surgeon General’s Warning: 
“This is not to be taken seriously. It is entertainment. The real world is not 
this black and white. Enjoy in moderation.” 

Most people, by now, have figured out that pro wrestling is over-the-top 
play acting, so how come so many people still haven’t figured out that chest¬ 
thumping, right-wing bloviation like Beck/Limbaugh/O’Reilly is the same 
thing in political garb? Obviously, a lot of people want to live in a black and 
white world where the demarcations between good guys and bad guys are 
clearly seen, unassailable and imagined to be woven into the fabric of reality 
by Jehovah himself. 

Certain people just seem to need the psychological security that comes 
from having the wooly strands of life straightened, flattened, and brought 
under control and made uniform. This is what Dr. Fumt Eggblaff called the 
“philosophical comb.” Just as people use a comb to control their hair and 
bring the “strays” back to the herd, certain individuals use the “comb” of 
their mind in an attempt to tidy up reality and put everything in its proper 
place. One of the unfortunate and comical outcomes of such a doomed 
attempt to iron out the kinks of reality is the philosophical comb-over— 
the attempt to manipulate reality in such a way that it’s possible to pretend 
that its “undesirable” aspects aren’t really there. But the bald facts are that 
reality, on the phenomenal level, is breathtakingly pluralistic and, if we are 
to believe the Huayan master Fa-tsang, no one so-called “particular” of that 
pluralism is any more valid or essential than any other. So, in other words, 
the “embarrassing” patch of bald skin is really just as “important” or “sacred” 
as the wisps of hair attempting to cover its “shame.” 

Philosophical comb-overs are very popular with politically-minded 
people in general, but they seem to be most popular—in fact, they are basically 
the official dress code of the more constipated wings of the Republican party. 
Look at Ronald Reagan, for example. It’s no wonder he is still to this day so 
beloved by the Republicans; his hair was positively ironed to his square-ish 
head. Never was a hair ever out of place. 

I think it’s safe to say that one of William Burroughs’s main objectives 
was to snap off as many teeth of the philosophical comb as he could. And 
if this wasn’t made perfectly clear in his early works of fiction like Nova 
Express , then he made it absolutely clear in his book The Job , where, taking 
his cue from Alfred Korzybski, he pinpointed his main targets: Aristotle’s 
Law of Identity (or the “Is of Identity” in Burroughs’s words), the definite 
article “The,” and all systems of Either/Or logic. All of which, by the way, 
are the unbending teeth on the philosophical comb proudly used by Ayn 
Rand to keep her famously dogmatic coif in place. 

Being the street-sawy stick insect that he was, Burroughs took his 
Southern Praying Mantis skills and systematically dismantled the Blob¬ 
like monster that had grown out of the Aristotelian-Newtonian-Euclidean- 
Cartesian-Calvinistic cow pie that had parked itself on top of the occidental 
mindset of the past two hundred or so years. And in the process he became 
one of the most influential writers in the English language since James Joyce 
and a cultural phenomenon onto himself. To this day, the wide extent of 
Burroughs’s varied influence is staggering and it reaches far beyond literature 










and philosophy to the seedier outposts of queer culture, punk rock, and the 
occult—specifically chaos magick. 

Not only did Burroughs write what many people believe to be the first 
postmodern novel— Naked Lunch —but he garnered praise from fellow 
writers like Norman Mailer, J.G. Ballard, Charles Bukowski, and Anthony 
Burgess, and won the admiration of philosophers as varied as Robert Anton 
Wilson, Michel Foucault, and Susan Sontag. And along the way, his name 
got added, along with the likes of Iggy Pop, Jim Morrison, and even Arthur 
Rimbaud, to a list of those who could conceivably be deemed the “Godfather 
of Punk.” This, despite Burroughs’s own claim that, “I am not punk and 
don’t know why anyone would consider me the Godfather of Punk.” 

But a statement like that was in perfect keeping with his discomfort 
level with being a part of any movement, and therefore, any mob mentality. 
Though he is considered something of a pioneer and enigmatic icon in 
queer culture, he never considered himself part of the “gay movement.” 
Likewise, Burroughs always insisted—to the point of getting testy about 
it—that, though Kerouac, Ginsberg, et al, were close friends, he was never 
a member of the Beat Generation. Hunched and stick insect thin with a grey 
imperturbability not unlike 1920s child eater Albert Fish, Burroughs always 
seemed most comfortable as a loner out on the fringes, exerting influence 
on various movements, but always standing decidedly outside of them, 
watching with his aloof alien calm and plotting his next attempt to storm 
the reality studio. 

A Man Within —which derives its title from Burroughs’s cat book A 
Cat Within —examines the writer’s multifaceted influence on the various 
postmodern subcultures, but seems to focus most of its attention on his sway 
within the gay and punk communities. The latter part of the film hones in on 
Burroughs’s excursion from writing into the world of “painting,” which is 
interesting because of his long-time endorsement of painter Brion Gysin’s 
proclamation that “writing is fifty years behind painting,” and the fact that 
the insect man did most of his “painting” with a shotgun. 

As for the punk angle, Burroughs’s punk cred is vetted by the presence 
of many punk and proto-punk luminaries, including long-time Burroughs’s 
pal/groupie Patti Smith, Iggy Pop, and Sonic Youth. Somewhat to my 


surprise, Jello Biafra shows up in the film and reveals several interesting 
nuggets, including the fact that he uses the Burroughs/Gysin cut-up method 
in his lyric writing and that Negative Trend/Flipper frontman Will Shatter 
also dabbled with cut-up techniques. 

With a person of such startlingly original vision as William Burroughs 
and with his far-reaching analysis of the powers of control, the “algebra 
of need,” and the pestiferousness of the “word virus,” it would be nearly 
impossible to give even-handed attention to all the multiple areas of 
thought that he and his work have influenced. To come even close to 
doing so would require a film at least twice as long as A Man Within. 
Nevertheless, I would’ve liked to have seen, for example, some discussion 
of his involvement with and influence upon the chaos magick people, 
who flowered forth in the late ‘70s with groups like the Illuminates of 
Thanateros and who apparently took inspiration and ideas from Burroughs. 
It would’ve been interesting to have seen interview bits with Phil Hine, 
the famous chaos magician and author of Condensed Chaos , a magical 
grimoire for which Burroughs himself provided a glowing blurb. The 
areas of Burroughsian thought that Hines could’ve cast light on would’ve 
added another deeper level to A Man Within. 

And it’s ultimately that “deeper” intellectual level that is largely missing 
in this film. Judging by documentaries about other notable thinkers—like 
Derrida and Zizek! —it seems to be a common path taken by filmmakers to 
try to dig past the ideas and uncover the personality behind it all. 

This shouldn’t come as a surprise, I suppose, since the title here pretty 
much spells it out: the focus of this film seems to be to make visible the 
man some call “El Hombre Invisible.” And on that level I would say it 
mostly succeeds. With something of a surprise ending involving a revelation 
about Burroughs’s last journal entry, you come to see that underneath the 
clammy lizard alien exterior, was a human being—an extraordinarily 
unique, awkward, brilliant, and inscrutable human being. Turns out Old Bill 
Burroughs had a heart after all. Who would’ve guessed? - Aphid Peewit 
(oscilloscope.com) 
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